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Ve HIS OBACB 

THE DUKE OF DEVONSHIRE, 



My Lordf 

Your Grocers aversion to a display 
of those acts of benevolence, which characterizes 
your Grace's life^ and which constitutes the 
chief pleasure to be derived from wealth, has 
hitherto withheld a public testimonial of my 
gratitude., for the great kindness I have expe^ 
riencedfrom your Grace ; unable however, to 
resist the present opportunity, I have presumed, 
to obtrude^ on your Grace's acceptance, this 
feeble tribute of my thanks. 



vi DEDICATION. 

To obtain the praise of all, is impos-' 
sible — the tdde spreading wings of foul de- 
traction, reach from the cottage to the throne, 
and shed a venom almost universal. And 
although your Grace may not be invulnerable 
to the stingy yet truth can never fail to furnish 
the antidote — to impart, what will not only 
dissipate the pain, but prevent the spreading 
of the canker. 

That I may not, by imperfect praise, 
weaken the worth I would proclaim : If to 
be a father to the orphan, a comforter to 
the wretchedj and a reliever of general distress, 
can merit admiration; it is but justice to ex^ 
pect,tha$ your Grace can never be mentioned 
tfiithoid veneration^ or thought of without 
regard. 



DEDICATION. vii 

That your deserved felicity may he lasting, 
and your Grace live long^ to dispense that good- 
ness with which your mind is stored, is the 

Prayer of him 
Who, with every sentiment of respect, 
Subscribes himself. 
Your Grace's 
Most obedient, obliged. 
And devoted Servant, 

J. B. FISHER. 



7, Queen Street, King's Road, 
Chelsea, 



PREFACE. 



IT will doabtless be coDsidered (bj some] an 
act of arrog;aDce9 to enter the lists of literature 
as a poety with such aathors as Moore, Btron, 
SouTHET, &c. who by a saperiotrity of talent, 
and peculiar style of writing, have thrown a 
new light on poetical production ; yet reflecting 
that the onprejadiced may find a floweret in a 
bed of weeds, and from novelty, prefer a ramble 
in an uncultivated field, to a walk in a luxuriant 
garden, I have ventured to submit this essay to 
public view, with no other shield to blunt the 
shaft of criticism, nor apology for its appearance, 

than 

MY CHILDRBN^. 
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MORNING. 



fTHITTBS IS JONE. 



HAILy g^oddess of the silver star! 

Whose twinkling orb, gives signal of the day j 
Oh ! queen of light, whose virgin ray 

The sun salutes in his celestial car, 
Whose active heat melts every cloud 
That would thy dawn of glory shroud* 

A 
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And dim the lustre of thine eye. 
Beaming beneath thy azure sky. 
Now healthy with rosy feature glows. 
Thro* lowing pastures onward goe?. 
Wearing the milk-maid*s ruddy grace, 
With tripping step and pleasured face. 

Fore-runner of the day's bright reign. 
Dispenser of supreme delight. 
How nature triumphs at thy sight. 
And looks thanksgiving, thro* her wide domain : 
At thy approach, the conscious trees 
Bend humbly to the tepid breeze ; 
Every flower more brightness wears. 
And labour to the field repairs. 
Where Ceres waits him with a smile. 
Who whistling crosses every stile. 
Or chaunts some love-lorn ditty's air. 
With which he thinks to charm the fay'rite fair« 



MORJ\riJVG. 3 



Oh ! sovereign of the spicy gale. 

Of odours pure— and salatary dews. 
Oft as thy star itt beam renews. 
Thy violet breath entrane'd let me inhale ; 
Give me to range thy wholesome hiUs, 
Thy vallies wash'd with crystal rills. 
And verdant lawns,where wild.flower^ grow. 
And there, while gentle zephyrs blow. 
Let me indulge the heaven devoted thought. 
And render praises as I onght. 
To Him, whose ppw'r and love divine, 
Call*d thee from total void— »and bid thee shini^ 
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A PINCH OP SNUFF. 



FROM clime to clime, the roving restless muse. 
As pilot fancy leads, her path pursues ; 
Her active mind disposes her to roam. 
For she'd be dull, if she reiaained at home. 
Nor coald the tincture-mongers e*er restore. 
That strength of spirit, she possess^ before. 

Oft on the mountain's brow she stands liublime. 
And reads the long, prophetic rolls of time ; 
Descending thence into the verdant vale. 
She frames the rural song, or artless tale ; 
Then from the meadow, culls a posied store, 
And gathers sweets, till she can cull no more. 
Anon, she sits beside some murmuring stream, 
Whispers in taste, and Damon is her theme, 



•i PINCH or SNVFF. 



Tofokei sweet echo, to repeat the strain. 
And wind it thro* the air— but all in yain, 
For to such lifeless, tame da capo's dead. 
And grown quite weary, echo's gone to bed« 
Perish those strains with florid nonsense fraught 
The dreams of love, and lullabies of thought ! 
A vale's a ?ale, a hill is but a hill. 
Let coloUrists adorn them as they will. 

Peace to all such— >when nature shows her face 
Radiant with nought but her own native grace ; 
How like a virgin doth she charm the sight,'' 
And fill the sense with rapturous delight; 
But when vile bards, from coxcomb fancy's store, 
Htve altered, what was beautiful before, 
The lovely goddess is no longer known. 
For art has chang'd each feature from her own.— 
Disdaining such insipid, tasteless stuff, 
ril court the muse, to rhyme in praise of Sn^ff. 



A PINCH OF SNUFF. 



Powder celestial ! quintessence divine ! 
New joys entrance my soul, when thou art mine : 
By the^ assisted, ladies kill th6 day, 
And freely breathe their scandal o*er their tea ; 
Nor less they prize thy yirtaes e*en in bed» 
A pinch of thee, reviyes the vapourM head. 
Removes th^ spleen, dispels the qualmish fit> 
And gives a brilliant turn to female wit. 
Warms in the nose, refreshes like the breeze. 
Glows in the head, and pleases in the sneeze. 
Without it pridcy ah ! what would be thy lot ? 
Frequent to strut, neglected and forgot ! 
For what avails thy scented solitaire, 
Thy careless swing, or supercilious air! 
In vain thy dress, in vain thy bs^nbles shine. 
If the Paiisian snufT-hox be not thine. 

Let sottish souls, the clay-formM tube assume; 
And draw Virginia's sleep-creating fume ; 



A pin<:b of snuff. 



While they delight the fiery weed to puff. 
Be mine to praise the qualities of Snuff. 

^ O fragrant Snnff! oft doth thy lively grain 

Invigorate the lawyers puzzled brain :. 

By thee more clearly he discerns the cause. 

And solves each dry conundrum, of the laws ; r 

From quirk, or quibble, boldly scorns to flinch, 

Whil*st thou cans't kindly help him at a pinch 1 

O pleasing dust ! how shall I speak thy praise ? 

Too flat my diction, and too weak my lays. 

Thou tickling source of sentiment refined, ^ 

Thou great restorative to soothe, the mind— 

*Tis thee that often constitutes the beau, \ 

And warms his feeling with a purer glow ; 

Supplies his head-piece with ideas new, ( 

And lends fresh spirit to a billet deux; \ 

By this, each card more lively he indites. 

Smiles as he reads, and titters as he writes ; "^ 
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Hums o^er a poem, or essays to sin^. 

And leers with greater pleasure at his ring ! 

Thee Lundy Foote, let not the muse pass by. 
For oft thy jars have rivetted her eye ; 
Ah ! were her numbers half as good as thine. 
What strength, what' warmth, would animate 

her line ; 
Then should thy fame resound from shore to shore, 
*T111 tongues grew mute, and echo spoke no more! 
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SERENE 13 themeniiii;, thelaiiLleaTeft bisiMSif 

And sings a salute to the dawn ; 
The sun with its splendour illumines the east^ : 

And brightens the dew on the lawn. 

While the sons of excess to indulgence give way. 
And slumber the prime of their hours. 

Let us, my dear Bella, the garden survey. 
And partake of the sweets from the flowers. 






10 THE VIOLET. 



The gay gaudy tulip observe as you walk. 
How flaunting the gloss of its vest ; 

r 

How proud ! and how stately it stands on its stalk. 
In beauty's diversity drest. 

From the rbseythecamatiouythe pink and the clove, 
^ What odours deligTit?tt11y spring ; 

S Hie south, Wiafts a richer1>erfunie to the grove, 

' An he brushes the leaves with his wing. 

**» 

k Aptrt fi-omtlile rest, in h«r purple' amy, 

y The Violet humbly r€treatiEi» 

> In .modest oonc^ahiient she peeps at the day, 



I 



Yet none can eicfce! h(6r in'sw^ifts. 

fiky humble, that tho^ with nnparallerd gVace, 

She might e'en a palace adom^ 
She oft in the hedge, hides her innocent foce, 

.Or blooms at the foot of a thorn. 



THE FIOLBT. l\ 

So beaoty, my Bella ! is doubly refined, 
WbeB modesty heightens her chanuB, 

When merit like thine adds a gem to the mind. 
What Miss most be found in her arms ! 

Tho'Venns herself,from her throne should descend 
And the Graces await at her call ; 

To tbee»thy fond mate,wou1d with preference bend, 
And hail thee, the Yi'let of all. 



1 
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^ THOU Mase, to whom the monumental wreath, 

^,^ To whom the cypress and the grave belong ! 

^ Aid me to sing the victory of deaths— 

V^ And thou, Britannia ! listen to the song. 

)u No common impulse, heav'nly maid, impart, 

|V No common subject moves thy plaintive lay, 

ft But such ^& might inspire the hardest heart, 

^' ^ In fields of melancholy thought to stray. 
■ / 

f From every son of Liberty below. 

But chief from Britain's all exalted shore, 

V^ For this, the undissembled tear shall flow— 

y 

. Charlotte, and public virtue are no more ! 
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She, whose exalted soni with every grace. 
Of genias, duty, truth, and virtue shone. 

On whose just conduct, as a stable base, 
A mighty empire placed its hopes alone. 

But sad reverse ! her loss in vain we mourn. 
Whose soul ambitious shakes its dross away. 

And flies to meet its virtues sure return, 
In the blight regions of eternal day! 

Still hapless Britain drops the briny tear. 
While Liberty sits pensive by her side ; 

Low to the dust descends her martial spear. 
Nor doth she in her trusty shield confide. 

Bat toward her chalky clifis— with saddened eye 
Mistrusts the future ravage of the foe. 

Her silver rivers glide unheeded by, , 
And thus, to Liberty, she breathes her wqui 

B 
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* Ah sister ! aid with sympathetic care, 

* To. chase the horrors of despair away ; 
^ Aid^ while funereal trophies 1 prepare, 

* To deck our dear, departed, Charlotte's clay. 

< A thousand troubled fears my breast invade, 

* Since our fair Promise from my realm is flown, 

* And haply while these obsequies are paid, 

* In her decay 1 celebiate my own.' 

[eye. 
She sigh*d and ceased— when lo ! with moisteuM. 

With mournful gesture, and a downcast look. 
Pale Liberty returned her sister's sigh. 

And sadly^ thus her pensive silence broke. 

* If froBd the tomb illustrious deeds could save, 

* Could matchless virtue stay the fleeting breath, 

* If gratitude could close the yawning grave, 

^HAELOTTB hadscap'd the early shaft of death. 
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* But 'twill not be, our Princess lived to show 

^ What talents can adorn the hnman mind, 

* And died to let aspiring mortals know, 

* That brightest talents are to death consigned ! 

* Come, let us celebrate this solemn night, 

* And lay the lifeless victim in her bed ; 
' Then will I bid adieu to Phoebus* light, 

< And pluDge beneath the azure wave my head/ 

Thus ceas'd the fair, — then to the sacred fane. 
With melancholy thoughts, they wing'd their 

And join*d, invisible, the mournful train *[way. 
That met to follow Charlotte's honored clay. 
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A TALE, FOUNDED ON FACT. 



THE rain pourM in torrents, the lightnings blue 
flash) 
Shed a faint transient glimmer around ; 
When a stranger, benighted, who'd strayed from 

his road 
BewilderM and weary, had sought for abode, 
'Till exhausted, he sunk to the ground. 

The creak of a sign 'side a hovel close by. 

Which had guided his steps to the door ; 
Was the beacon that promised to hopes near forlorn. 
He might here obtun shelter, at least, till the dawn. 
So he loud knock'd, that aid to implore. 
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FIDELITY. 17 

The door at length openM— the host made a fire^— 

The half-drowned stranger to warm. 
Whose appearance excited surprize and respect. 
And gave promise he'd never that kindness neglect. 

Which had sheltered his head from the storrii. 

A jog of warm wine, with some coarse home-made bread, 

A repast for the stranger was spread 
By the host', who, on viewing his person more near. 
Saw with eyes wide extended with wonder and fear, 

His garment bespotted, blood red. 

The cloak of the stranger he held to the fire. 
And surveyM him with doubt*s scowling look. 

For a poignard, whose blade was with' blood 
crusted o'er, 

Dropt down,from concealment therein,on the floor; 
Which, unseen by the stranger, he took. 
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18 FIDELITY. 



.<<Your intentions seem kind/' said the ^gnest with 
a sigh, 
^* Bat IVe no inclination for food, [bed, 
*' Therefore spare further trouble and lead to mj 
. ** Where to ease my tired limbs, I may lay down 
my head, 
** And mourn for my friend in the wood«** 

•* In the wood ?" cried the rustic, ** a friend in 
the dark ? 
*^ Exposed to this terrible weather ! 
** I'll prepare— and this instant return with a horn, 
** Which by torch light Til wind thro* the gloom 
'till the dawn, 
** If it please ye, we'll seek him together." 

*' Your humanity charms me !" the stranger 
replied, 
<< And occasions fresh cause to deplore 



FIDSLITY. 19 



<< The act that deprived me of friendship sincere, 
*^A deed that would shock your compassion to hear, 
<< Committed on one that's no more. 

** All surprize or suspicion, at present dismiss/* 

Quoth the stranger, ^^ and let us retire, 

"In the meantime rest certain no harm will attach, 

" Nor no danger repay you for lifting the latch, 

** To dry my wet cloaths at your fire." 

This said, they departed, to wear out the night 

The stranger 9oon fell in a doze ; 
While the ho6t,unincumher*d with grief or remorse. 
To sore conscience a stranger, ne*er feeling its force. 
Found fatigue quite dispelled by repose. 

At the dawnof the morning, he join'd his dull guest 

Who had risen, his wants to impart ; 
'^Let us haste to the wood friend, and carry a spade, 
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<' To inter a dead body , (quoth he] which the blade 
** Of my poignardyhas pierced to the heart !'^ 

♦ ** I am poor," cried the rustic, *' aud humble^s 
p my state 

' *^ Which shall never be better'd by crime ; 

J ** Leave my hut, lest my conscience should make 
'k me reveal 

r 

\ ''A deed, which, nor darkness, nor earth can conceal 
/ ^^ From the sight of a power sublime !" 

f 

-. " There's no cause for alarm," quoth the guest 

( with a smile, 

y ** Hasty judgment is not always good ! 

^ " Your aid to a stranger then fearless extend, 

' " And all doubts both of me and my conduct 

i suspend, 

f « 'Till we've reach'd a mark'd spot in the wood." 
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The host how'd obedience, his gaest led the way 

Thro' the forest, in sorrowful mood ; 
Then winding a path with wild briars beset. 
Oft stnng by the nettles, oft knee deep in wet. 
They threaded the maze of the wood. 

'Till the stranger arrived at an old withered tree. 

Where thick moss as a covering, was spread, 

0*er a body beneath, which he bent to lay bare. 

While exclaiming with sorrow, *' good fellow 

look there ! > 

** At the friend whom I told yon was dead.'* 

This sidd, he knelt down, a poor dog to caress. 

While deep sighs,seem'd his death to bewail. 
Then requesting the rustic to sit by his side. 
And repel all inducement his grief to deride, 
While attention he lent to his tale« 



22 FIDELITY. 



** Vm of noble descent, of a Palatine, Count, 

" And heir to a princely estate ; 
<' Bat no riches can tempt a too changeable mind 
'* To settle at home, when to wander inclined, 
'* Which Fd nearly repented too late. 

** ^ot to lengthen my story with mishaps through 
• ' chance, 

" Or the freaks, wayward fortune has playM, 
•* rii confine my relation to what you behold, 
** And the cause of my grief at this moment unfold, 

^* Which too long, I confess, is delayed. 

** As I angled, one day, in a stream for some trout, 

** Which was often a favorite sport, 
** I was suddenly staid by the shouts of a crowd 
** Which followed a dog, lean, and yelping aloud, 
'* Who approached, my eotfkpassioh to court. 
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** By dumb signs, he endeavour'd his fears, to 
express, 
** As his bratal tormentors drew near, 
<< Whom to drown, the one foremost was going 

to seize, 
^* When a blow from my rod, brought him low 
on his knees, 
*^ Of me, and my weapon in fear. 

*' The dog, who was starving, now crouched ai 
my feet, 

** As if to acknowledge my aid ; 
<* His sagacity won him that instant a friend, 
^^ He received from me all true regard could extend, 

" For which Fve been amply repaid. 

** Once attacked in a forest, to my rescue he flew, 

*• When exposed to a robber I lay, 
** Who'd his sabre uplifted, my body to pierce. 
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** Bat disarmedy and sad toniy by a creature so 
fierce, 
<< He fledf tortared— with pain and dismay. 

*^ On my passage to Lisbon^our ship struck a rock, 
** When near drown'd, he safe bore me 
to land ; 
^^ When a desperate bravo attempted my life, 
<< Set on by a Count, who*d suspected his wife, 
** He the ruffian bereaved of a hand. 

*< To one thus beholden for safety and life, 

<* To lose, must I not feel it hard ? 
•* Whom nor threat — blows— or binding— could 

keep from my bed, 
^' At whose foot, he would nightly, lay watching 
his head, 
*' My person, from danger, to guard !•— 
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** On my road, in a journey, possession to take 

*' Of a legacy left me, of land ; 
** I encountered this wood,where by travel oppressed, 
*' With fatigue, lame and drowsy,! lay down to rest, 

"My dog sat to watcb close at hand* 

*^ Refreshed by long sleep — I arose to depart, 
" And some paces had gone from this spot 

*« When the dog made a stand— and not all I 
cou*d do, 

"CouM tempt him to moye on — my steps to pursue, 
" H^ look*d wistful— -but follow wou*d not. 

** In a wood thick and dreary— the night grow-- 
ing dark, 
" With no guide to direct me my way; 
** Vd no moments to lose, so by force strove 

to move, 
" A companion iso worthy of friendship and love, 

** And prevent his strange, obstinate stay, 
c 
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<< But all efforts found fruitless, I at length was 
compeird 

** To kill the poor hrnte, ahd depart ; 
^< Not to leave here to perish , affection so true, 
^* So * twixt grief and vexation, my poignardi drew, 

^* And sent it, in tears, to his heart. 

^ The dog being wounded, that instant arose, 

*^ And staggered his way to this tree, 
<'At whose foot, now near lifeless, he instantly sunk 
«<Upon something that lay very near to its trunk, 
** Which curiosity staid ne to see* 

*^ But how keen were the pangs that assail'd 
my sad breast, 
** Sure no sting from remorse, could wound 
worse! 
** The warm bleeding body I mov'd from the grass, 
** But too late to discover my error, alas I 

** He had crawrd there, to die on my purse^ 
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** That -by accident fell, as supinely I lay, 

** From the pocket I wore at my side ; 
*' Which the Ag had perceived— and unwilling 

to leaye» 
*' Had just strength to conduct me, my Ion to 
percdve, 
** And expired, while licking my handP* 

** Ah! worth iU requited, accept a warm tear,** 

Said the Rustic, now sobbing aloud, 
** Letsinterthe poor creature— *and carve on the tree 
*' His story, that others may moisten, like me, 
" The turf, that's fidelity's shroud I"— 

That done— they both musing, returned to the hut. 

The fate of the hound to deplore. 
Where the pui-se, to the rustic, a present was made 
By the Count, on condition he'd follow his trade. 
And place the dog's sign at his door* 
c % 
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The wiiih was accomplished— -and still to this day. 

Poor Fido is seen on the road. 
Just three miles from the wood — ^'fore a well« 

furnished inn, 
Which the Coaut bad rebailty and the nistic put in» 

For his life, there to take his abode. 

And oft as the muleteers halting to rest. 

By travel grown weary, or dry, 
They recount to each other, the dog*8 simple tal« 
Whem all much admire— and many bewail. 

His sorrowful end, with a sigh. 
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SPRUNG. 



WITH Spring once more, the blossom'd hedge 

is seen. 
The turf again is deck'd in smiling green ; 
Again the lark ascends the azure sky» 
Flutters in air, and lessens on the eye ; 
The swallow, that so long the meads forsook. 
Re-visits now, and skims along the brook ; 
The daw, to some tall steeple upward springs. 
And the rook spreads his ventilating wings; 
The feather'd tribe, now hop from spray to spray. 
And chaunt sweet carols to the vernal day. 
Each lengtben'd morn's encreasM, diurnal light 
Beams fresher beauties on the raptured sightj— 
The leaves appear now clustering on the trees. 
And health comes riding on the tepid breeze; 
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Where-ere the blooming goddess fans her way. 
Creation feels her universal sway; 
The gardens, moist with dew, and April showers, 
Teem with a family of laughing flowers,-* 
Not e'en a ray, or simple drop of rain, 
But what impregnates — or that shines in vain. 
Yet, tho' the fostering hand of bounteous heav'n. 
All good— -with liberality—has given. 
Beyond our utmost wishes, amply kind. 
Ingratitude still taints the human mind ; 
Man views around its vast, celestial power. 
And thankless, tastes the blessings of each hour; 
He reaps the food-full produce of the plains — 
And graceless, deems it tribute for his pains ; 
Ungrateful man ! the sordid thought forbear * 
Nor to thy narrow self confine thy care; 
For know the Deity, who gives to day. 
To-night, may snatch thy promised crops away. 



Wttt |^ettifQ0fl(r. 



J PARODY ON A CBLBBRATBD BLBQY.* 



JVrittenin Westminster Hall^ during thelcng Vacation ^181 9, 
and addressed to m 

LITTLE ATTORNEY! 

THE courts are shat — departed every judge, 
Each greedy lawyer, gripes the douhle fee, 

In doleful mood, the suitors homeward trudge. 
And leaye the hall, to silence, and to me.— . 



♦ This Parody, which has aire aHy appearM in a 
Publication, called Town-Talk, was written to satirize a 
villainous Attorney, for an infamous imposition, practised 
upon the Author. 
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Now, not a Barrister attracts the sight. 
And all the dome, a solemn stillness holds. 

Save, at the entrance, where with all her might. 
The Barrow-wheeler at the Porter scolds. 

From every court, with ev'ry virtue crown*d ! 

Where numbers gain, and numbers lose 
their bread. 
Elsewhere to squabble, puzzle, and confound, 

Attomies, clerks, and counsel— all are fled. 

Contending fools ! too stubborn to agree. 
The good warm client, name for ever dear. 

The long drawn brief, and spirit-stirring fee. 
No more ' till BAichaelmas, shallsend them here. 

'Till then, no more the orange nymphs shall ply. 
Their ripen'd fruit, all glossy as their cheek; 

Nor strive, with jest, and sportive leering eye. 
The custom of the youthful clerk, to seek. 
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Let not the pedlar, frown with eyes askew. 
Nor euTy them the profits of the hall ; 

Let him not tfainki that with a spiteful view. 
They ttieati tddraW the eHilem from his staB; 

The cinder weiich, in dost-cart seated high. 
With hands hegrim*d, and dirty as her sieve ; 

The rafi^ed slats — ^who sprats and herrings cry — 
The meanest wenches, have a right to live! 

Nor you, ye Belles ! impale the fault to these, 
If at the glittering hail they don't appear. 

Where music has a thousand charms to please. 
And with itssweetness, almost wounds the ear. 

Perhaps in their neglected minds, were sown 
The seeds of worth, from natures rich supply; 

Such seeds of worth, as might in time have grown. 
And flourish'd lovely, to the ravish'd eye. 



1 
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Fall many a rural lass in Britain's land. 
The vile nnwarrantable brothels hold ; 

Fall many a town-bred damsel walks the Strand, 
And barter's beanty— >for a piece of gold. 

The daring Pettifoggery sterto of brow, 

"yi^ho might have done due honor to the spade, 

WhirPd the tough flail, or grasp'd the peaceful 
plough, 
Presumes, thei courts of justice to parade* 

This upstart thing some useful trade to leam^ 
By far more suited to his shallow head. 

False pride forbade, nor suffered him to earn. 
By honest industry, his daily bread ! 

Far from the worthy members of the law, 
A rogue in grain, he ever kept aloof; 

By low Jew Bailiffs taught his brief to draw^ 
And where he cou'dn't find, he coin'd a proof 
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Yet doth this wretch, illiterate as proud. 
With low-life homage, low-life business meet. 

And pick the pockets of th' unhappy crow'd 
Mur'din the Bench,the Counters, and the Fleet, 

Bound by their creditors, in durance fast. 
In plaintive murmurs, they bewail their fate. 

And many an eager, wishful eye they cast, 
Whenere the turnkey ope's, and shuts the gate. 

For who to dull imprisonment a prey. 
The pleasing thoughts of freedom, e'er resigned? 

From home, from wife — from children— dragged away. 
Nor cast one longing, lingering look, behind ! 

For you, who traverse to and fro this shrine. 
And lounge, and saunter, at your wonted rate, 

If in some future chat, with arch design. 
Some wag should ask— the Pettifogger's fate, 
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Id sneering mood, some brother quill^ will say, 
f I've seen him oft at tavern table sit; 

* Brushing with dirty hands, the crumbs away, 
. . * Apd eye the joint, just taken from the spit. 

< One mprn I miss'd him in this customed hall, 
f And at the room, where he was wont to be,. 

* His boy. 1 saw'i, ifrho registev'd my call ; 

* But by yon steps-— nor at his desk was he, 

vThe next I, learnt, .(O melancholy tale), 
< On the prpfession, what a foul reproach ! 

'.That his deserts had sent him to a jail, 
f Where he was dragged, {O shame !) without 
a coach.' 

HIS CHARACTER. 

* Fuiiuref the arrapt'st cormorant on earth, 

* At length is caught, and into Newgate 
thrown ; 
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* Fair honesty disclaimed him at his birth, 

* And villainy confess'd him for her own ! 

' Grown old in sin, at no one crime disnisy'd, 

* 'Gainst nature's cries, he arm*d bis 

hardened breast; 
' For when his parents were to earth convey'd, 

* He smird, and spnmed compassion, as a jest. 

* Now pressed with gnilt,he'l] feel itssbarpeststiug; 

' Great his transgressions, and but small 
his hope; 

* He'll give the sheriff (all he'll have) a ring, 

< And gain from justice, all he fear'd, a rope ! 

* No farther seek his vices to disclose, 

< But leave the wretch unpitied to deplore 
< His in spent lifC) till breaking his repose, 

* The turnkey leads him to the Debtors* Door. 

D 
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I NOW9 solicit not the Muses nine. 
Jig-dancing Terpsichore, Clio fam*d 
For bold romance in history, or thee 
Langhiloving goddess, Thalia callM ! 
Nor thee, Euterpe! do I supplicate. 
Flute am'rons virgin; or that other maid, 
Erato y^clept, renown'd for am'rous tale ! 
Urania too, I leave, star-gazing fair. 
And dear Calliope, who first produced 
Harmonious bagpipe, causing every child 
In Scotland's dreary region to rejoice; 
And thee, Melpomene ! with rueful face, 
I quit disdainful ; neither will I pay 
Hymn-singing methodist, of phiz demure. 
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O Polyhymnia ! one salate to thee ! 
Sooner 111 kneel unto the modem nine. 
Alike perfection'd, tho* a yii^n's name 
Tliej.may not boast— to hornpipe-loTing^ Bess, 
Born in some vista, leadings to the street, 
Contiguous to St. Giles's ; or to thee 
I'd rather bend, O ballad-vending quean, 
Amber-hair'd Susan / thee whose twanging voice. 
Hath often stopp'd the drayman and his dray; 
Or sooner would I seek relief from Neil, 
Town-tramping — Oyster- laden— or from thee 
Soap-lath'ring Moll, the chief of all thy train. 
Great mistress of the washing-tub — weU^skillM, 
In friction ambi-dextrous.— Ye, my fair ! 
Ye first shall hear my vow, fruit vending Pegt 
(Than whom, none sooner decks the verdant stall 
With antnmn's produce rich], and shrimp crown'd 

Doll, 
In ale-house, well agnized, with brawny Jcme, 
D 9 
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Who constant plies the mairket— *ba^ket artii*d^ 
Nor less doth deep.mouthed piscatory JCa/e, 
Whose voice is melody through all the realm 
Of BiUip^f8g^€!» adinin'd fqr flow of worda ; 
Or brick*diiftt iVi»»i attract tny least r€^vd;r 
Bat these I not invoke \ for at thy sbrine 
Alone, O Genius/ do L kneel devoaU 
Whate'er in future, I presume to write, 
Adveotaroos— or grand majestic .ode, 
Of import lofty, or the tender song, 
Dald-sonant— or whether oo the plain 
Of panegyric smooth^'with dusiespied^ 
l^ly lays I frame ; or tread the thorny road 
That leaida to where rough? satire lifts her rod, 
ThriceiSteepM in gall.-«>Be ready to my aid 
Tbo9i gi>eat Original !-*in each attempt. 
Teach me the bellows of thy forge to blow, 
With skill superior, and redoubled force, 
SupeT;*>YulQaiiian-^so the mounting spaiks 
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Of fir^ey'd faaej,sli«ll present Ibeir channs. 
And on thinje anvil, lei m^ bamiiAer oiU 
The thought chaotic to prefulged form. 

I ifV9ttld not he corcect— pthat were to rob 
The Loid Chief Justice critic of his due; 
Tis his alone te judge— 'tis his to eat 
The literacy meal.— To give the food 
Should'st thou omit, rath famine would ensne. 
For want of aceiiracy, art thou deemM 
Culprit'inglonous !-— what ! art thou to stop 
When lame correctness bids thee ? — then change 

clothes. 
And let the master to the footman yield ! 
No, — keep thy mettle— like a colt unbroke. 
Run forth at large—distance the sons of art, 
Dropsy'd with pride, and shew the bungling train, 
Thou hast a spirit never to be famM ! 
Let not the dons, in academic lore 
Preeminent, with superstitious brow, 
D 3 
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Ei^ult amaioy and deem thee all their own. 

Great ubiijaarian ! for in garret Tile, 

(Where oft resides the stiidions man^ obscure. 

Of mind enlarged — whose hard uncurtain'd bed 

Of knotted flock, eontentmeiit strews with down,) 

Have I not kpown thee,, in good-natur'd bcmr. 

Hold conference instructive and sublime ? 

If such thy dispofidtion humble. 

And condescf nsioa mild, perhaps in time, 

(0 thought of rapture!) thou may*st yisit mbI 
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GENIUS 1 consent to aid my daring lay. 
New robes put on to grace me on my way ;. 
Ah ! let me start to light from fancy's flint. 
Fresh as a new coin*d shilling from the mint ; 
And let her sparks, tho' borrowed from a stone, 
Kindle a torch to blaze me to renown ; 

Is this too much ? then grant another aid. 
Lend me thy laureU'd wreath, my brows to sbade> 
To cover warm imaginations shell, 
And hatch the poem that may greatly sell.*— 
See supplicating bards around thy shrine. 
The choicest crowd that ever turned a line. 
The bard of love, with tears wbo wets his lays ;. 
The bard of satire, and the bard of praise. 
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As well those nice, those tasteful kind of men, 
Who from d silver standish, draw their pen. 
As those^ who from an ink-horn write for hire. 
And cook their dinner by the muses fire ; 
All! all kneel supplieaHt around thy shrine. 
And court from thee, an Ornament divine. 

I singf of that vast ornament of hair. 
Which judges, council, and no counsel, wear : 
Thro' which deceit oft blinks with artful eyes. 
And smiles in secret at the grave disguise. 
With which attornies dignify the face, 
Grown up to devil's imps, from babes of grace ! 
Deaf to the tender pleadings of distress. 
Disgraces to the study they profess ; 
Curs'd with low cunning, and with sly pretence. 
Which they, like many fools, mistake f<Mr sense ; 
Who to themselves, each good (at cause reserve. 
And nobly feast on't — ^wbile their dients starve* 
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Those pest8> from whom anniimber'd ills accrue. 
Who fix dishonor on the worthy few*. 

I siDg oC that vael ornament of hair» 
Whidi real doctors, and quack doictorB wear ; 
(So small the diff 'renc^. one can scarcely tell> 
Which of the two, means either. iU or well;)* 
80 small the difference, fools ane. nothing loath. 
Either to trust, hat wise men shun them both. 

I sing of .tiiat vast ornament of hair. 
Which pious Bishops, and Archbishops wear: 
That awful effort to their mouot of fame. 
That rev*rend badge, which all the clergy claim I 
(IMong'st whom, of Rectory, multitudes we find 
To their officiates so profusely kind, 
.That from an income,-— ample as. the soul 
Of man can wish, so kind, that from the whole. 
The annual sum of thirty pounds they give 
To breathe on that, on which they cannot li?e.) 
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By the sage buckles of the Lawyer's tie. 
The foretop nodding o'er the Bishop's eye ; 
By that grave, solemn, formal brush of hair. 
Which Galen wore not, tho' his bastards wear ! 
By the straight bob, that sits so snug and tight. 
Whose light formation wraps a head as light ;. 
Let Die conjure thee to assist my song, 
By these, and all the pates these wigs belong. — 

In former ,days, when mortals wore their hair. 
Or bare, were not ashamed of being bare ; 
When native eloquence, in all she said. 
Commanded awe without external aid : 
And villains, when the voice of Truth was heard. 
Stood mute, and shuddered at her searching word; 
In those best days, was no distinction known 
For heads of hair, the cottage and the throne 
Equally mark'd, and view'd by vulgar eyes. 
The fool sometimes look'd wonderfully wise ; 
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This the hair-worker saw, and felt with paio, 
For much the remedy perplexed his brain. 
Long time he mournM in pity to mankind. 
And thus poor'd forth the troubles of his mind :<— 

* How long shall this equality remain ? 

* How long shall hair, the hero and the swain 
' Characterize alike !— shall man be known 

' And be .distinguished for his sense alone ? 
' What ! shall the poet gain immortal praise» 

* Merely because he mest deserves the bays ? 

' And shall the lawyer reap the most applause, 

* Merely beci^use he best expounds the laws ? 

* Shall he, who savM the sacking of a town, 

' No ba4go,display, beyond the civic crown ? 
' Shall, he,^ who daied his conquering sword un- 

sheath, 
^ Be honoured only with a laurel wreath ? 
« Some means must be devised to give a grace, 
' And sta^p ^ consequence upon the face,-- 
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*' To ffi «ciidi feature wftk majestic air» 

* To striic» in^ awe, aii4 laake the rabble Btare. 

* Deprived of^tfCwtfrd gmfitfi of cotirse 

^ 7%e Boandeftt argunrents might lose th'eir ftfnk. 

* This to prevfeDf, tfty task is to prepare, 

< An aiAple something from eollected hair !<^ 

* What nsma^ tb give this thiag, irhen brotigEt 

" toKght, * 

< Lies ^secret hidden in the glo<Mn of night. 

* But swe, I fec^, this ornament when made, 

< By due degrees, wilt s^eH into a trade, 

* And will not OKdjr hnman heads adbm, 

^ But feed the months of thousands yet unbonu^ 
So saythg, to the earth he bowed his head. 
And, for tk^ s^^ of thinking, went tobed. ' 

Thus have I seen the man of thought profound. 
Sit with his eyies dieted to the ground, 
And as the fl6w Of setttimitet g^ew deep. 
Nod for a while, and then fall fast iisleep : 




TffS ORJ^r^MSJ^. 



Wlien startiDg from ihfe temporary dretm. 
Wherein he ponderM on his lofty theme, . 
The pen he'd seize ! each mighty hint setdowD) 
And print with boldness, what alarmed the .town ! 
Which proves heyond the shadow of a doubt. 
Projectors first should nap, then sleep it out. 
O gentle sleep I with every blessing fraught, 
Thou kind indulgent nurse of infant thought; 
Refresher of each weak> distemper'd brain, , . 
Labours. soft cradle, and the grave of paia !; . 
Without thy sweet nocturnal bdmy cure. 
The load of. life,* what briag could eoAixe ! * 
Without thee, soon the rose of heaUb would (luk. 
Love's shining feature languish into shades • > . 
And Reason sicken HiH delirious gjpown. 
Deadly convulsed, wou'd tu^lble from her tfiipnf ; 

Dav rojl'd on day, ai|d ni|ht succeeded nigM^ 
Whole years hud wipg'd tfaeirereils^tipgfiight. 
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E'er the neohanic's. vast Mitsireteh af tkotight . 
This wovukoiis things had to. perfection, buoagiit. 
Meanwhile .carti^'s things todea&'eoBsiga'd their 

pride» 
Statesmen and tinkevB, wits and dimces, died ! 
Th&kaave^theS»^ the eaward^ andike boU». 
Shared the saQie fate, and Thne himseK eanghi 

cold ; 
As well he mig^t, when one poor lode of hair, . 
Was all he; had, to shield a pate so* bare* 

At len^ 'twas finiah'd, and the^ race oi umb^ 
As if inspired^' seem'd eonseions ef the plmi. 
All nature snriledy and not on earth ai^me, 
Joy reach'd theskieSy and filled 01ynipas'tliroBe>; 
Whh quicker spifits and with brigh tev "ray, ^ 
iPhoebus arose and bumish'd up the day* 
C^thia toO) shinins^Wilib nnosnal ligbt>> ^ 
W^pt her best mantle ronnd tike waist of nigbt. 
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'Twixt 3we and Jatio, all Aiiogs wereappeasedy 
For J^f¥t aitf fatio, both alikie were pleas^ftd; 
Now PaHas snkilecl, for PaUas lov*d dre wliiiti, 
And Vailsaii caperM with his shrank en limb ; 
Gay ytlMnl:^tidklod'w1ieii Ifhe news wasrbroag^t. 
And Main ^swmt^ ^d*— mnhinf' 'twas a hrcky 

Now dire coihrnottbii and debiites afofte. 
So fierce, th<;lr gedAfi^ ktoMt went to blows; 
Rehearse,'^ flMM \ ' the gtc^t iifif|Mnf ant ieansey 
Be brief end «ell us, what the qaai^f- was ; 
Wbiat ¥iMt tfiiiti tlii»-^t»t i)9f»^^thlng«o rare> 
( Andfilrafy'to^ be<5i>ttre a'iiki6d^) shbiHd bear ! ' 
Disputes arb0e,^lT Wobltii'ltiteifoltfdj; 
SettrdWh^'4^'^^^^'1^* 'ahd the !mbbUbMelo8*d : > 
"'CftlHt the Wig»,^''gaidbe, «* the Wigib^tff,^ 
And eeho, (thro'' the tbathbers of the sky) 
Retained the soufhd, theh peaberesnm'd her reigu. 
And siNfnee beck^ni9g'^all"wals hnsfa'd a^a. 
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At lena^tfa, with constant power of manual pains, 
Join'd to a more than modem power of brains. 
Our engineer completed all bis plan. 
To §race as well the stripling as the man. 
Fame l^ew her clarionet, and at the sonnd. 
Instant the sons of earth convened arpnnd* 
High on a chair, which some a throne woirid call. 
The hero sat and overlooked them all : 
Not with more solemn dignity of face, 
Tbe Master Mason fills his noMe place % 
Like him he held the midlet in bis hand. 
And bid the tongue be mute at his command : ' 
In various shapes, rare emblems of his trade. 
In rows alternate, were conspicuous laid. 
Silence obtained, be rose and gravely bow'd. 
And thus addressed the many headed crowdi :-— 
<* Mortak behold ! by art and labour made, 
'< Perukes adapted, e'en to every trade, 
'* Ev'ry profession— whence the man of law 
** May quote the precedent he never saw. 
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*< HeQ^e the young pulpiteer, gronni old in 8ifl» 

*< With outward veil shall cloak his crimes within, 

** The thorns of vice— -in boldest colours paint, 

<< With M the seeming virtues of a saint ! 

** With sdch sutceasy his inidiehc^ shall 4ncline 

** To think him, likelii'6 doctrine, all divine* 

** Hevofib ia%*f &I iBtui prophecy arif bt, 

<< l^all dull pkfsiibiatos, tdhiU f^rescriptious rw«4e. 

** Bat, oh vaiQ tlfougfi^l wiihe^^l impudeiBce 

'< May cozoM»b;M^» vk with coibibou «eise 1- 

^' But n|Mvi«l.'€lich,<acoiifttiBg te his'-viewp 

•< In life, a deceit pro^f peruke choose. 

*< Arise, exert your fortitade of heart, 

«< And show tliat«Mlii#; miitt:gtTe tvay to fut." 

He panH^^^ aad eadiM « vNtirfiog isiucy kd« 
With rapture chdse^bmr'tiH^fothiB, head ; 
Then with aikbiittlbeylMt^diEfa&lburidcff^^ 
And left the haU tfH»re)^ioUp6uii^ linHr^faegr i 



ODE TO INDUSTRY. 

ADDRUSBD TO TBC SOOIITY OV ARTS. 

QUEEN of the ^lobe ! at whose commaiid 
Thy daughter Plenty fills the laud» 

(Hi ! dawn success upon iny lay. 
Nor from thy care the bard remove-* 

The bard who proudly owns thy sway. 
May prove an object of thy love. 

Se^ queen of arts 1 fair Sculpture stand. 
The bold life-looking image of thy hand ; 

CSose by her, Painting takes her seat. 
With eye intent on beauty's line. 

And by thy pencil makes eompletf^ 
Her comprehensive bold design. 



\ 
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Caltmr'd by thee, more florid blooms the rose^ 
More bland the modest, white-rob*d lily Mows: 

Whatever strikes the raptured sight 
In beds of flowers, we owe to thee ; 

Thine is the font whence springs delight. 
Thou nurse of Flora's progeny, 

[down 
Without thee, brown*hair'd Ceres, wou'd throw 
In weeping mood, her wheat-encircled crown; 

No longer would the nymph at ease , 
Recline upon ^er barley-mow ; , 

No more her active mind wou'd please. 
With thoughts of harvest from the plough* 

Thy sons she beckons to the moving plains^i; ,, 
Her ireaaure interchanging for their pains : 

And lo ! with sickles in each hand 
Those stout laborious sons appear ; 

In jocund attitude they stand. 
And reap the produce of thd year« 






HeiMe the bi^mn s^^atkliilg'glftfts, deligUu th« «ye 
RonHHi ite pty lMfti^;wl)rik mirth sifslaagMni^ by ; 

Hence Poverty emltihefheai^ 
And feels again otfe theeif cd iioury 

With pletBONBthri^'vifer'blcaks Ai6rbfead» 
And thanks the baiwith»t ipureher pow'^ 

Thee I acknowtodg^ liristyefls of the Mia; 
Fot NavigatHm gitined Iraor art from thee : . 

And but fior thee». A^ «dfd ieC ttadet 
In vain would surfy Nejpttine^ar ;^ 

No distant climes wotiMbft nmyef*i. 
And foreign trade w(mld b^ no moi^* 

All bail ! yepatrons iH ^km^n ^m^ 
Who in life's drama, act sncli tiSef «1 |iif^ V 

Who bid th' Indiistrioiis artist ^mifir 
To heights, whose Aighfesyoilir ai^liafi-taQght ; 

Whose index ponits id IPame'yti'right ski^i 
Whose powers uphold tlie wittg* y>f Oioiiglil. 



T 
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" TO THE MEMORY 

Of a professor of rnusicy who died for want ! 
Sharing the fate of those worthies, his coantiymeD* 

(Too long a list to be here enumerated) 

Thai have perish'd, through the neglect of those 

Whom they haye.delighted:and instructed! 

Reader; 

If native talent charm thee. 

The subject of these lines possessed it ; 

His compositions were the result of nature. 

Unbiassed by the dogmas of schools. 

And unshackled by the rules 

Of art: 

Yet thus rarely gifted. 
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* Admired by all, particularly by the ladies. 
And more especially by his mistress, 
(F«r he had one). 
Humility, 
(Which like the sensitiye plant. 
Enhances admiration whilst it appears to recede from it.) 
■ . !t / .AtillilnaFkcdliisvhiraeM^ 
• r^ •;•...>- •.* •• A«d ' ' ^ ' -"^ci. 
(A leslhft linrfliw piioMsoits^f li^ 
H»«idldtt*idMt'tM:proditefibdb 4r MkM ef M9 
:• :. : P^ciattioii. * •' 

Bat sang thetn «eeisiona]]y ; 
And, not blinded by •slMloV^^iti's dtfttblMl l^nt he piized 
/r • 1) T|iem eq«aAy. 

[ * ' In hii' mamiem ' 

i He mm eourMwis wittMot kfeeliitioB> 



Faitiihar withoai rdleMss ; 

And tfao' he professed no sort of religion. 

His gratitude for natares blessings. 

And admiration of her works, 
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Proved he could not be an 

Atheist, 

To sum up all 

He was a tame goldfinch ! and the 

Glass which contained his seed not being properly 

Attendedl^ 

He was one morning foand dead in his cage. 
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THE POOR SOLDIER. 



TW AS one eve i n December, the snow drifting fast. 
And the wind from the east keenly blew. 

When a poor wearied soldier, for rest and repast, 
Sooght a path to a hovel in view. 

His ragged attire scarcely covered his breast. 
Where a scar mark'd the wound of a ^ : 

And the warm tears of angoish his sorrowsex^ress'd 
On his cheeks where they'd moisten'dthe Ammt. 



\. 



\. 



THE POOR SOLDIER. 61 

His course was impeded, by darkness aind coi<^ 
For night 'gan to spread her thick veil ; ■ 

He a light froia a cottage close by, could behold, ^ 
But his state, grown too weak to reveal. 

* My times come,' cried the veteran, * and like 

the wreck'd tar, 
' From a rock, by the rude billows, tore, 

* I'vestruggled with danger Hill weak*ned too far, 

* Must founder in sight of the shore !' 

He loosened the knapsack— suspended behind, 

* Which he*d many a weary mile bore ; 
Andlhesnow,deep-indented, revealed howresign*d 

He had knelt. Heaven's aid to implore. 

A death'Sleep had seized him, but pitying fate 
IKhrected some horsemen that road, 

Who view'd withcompassion,bis dangerous state> 
And piocof ed him the nearest abode. 

F 



fiS TBE POOR SOLDIJBUU 

*—'—'• '• • « ■ — ■ I ■■■ !■■■ «^ ■ ■ I . ■ ■ ILLl. 

The maid of the dwellingy compassionate, sooglit 
The f anctioiia of life to rtaUire, [brought 

To the poorbenumbM soklter, the trayellers had 
To her homey his s^ state to explore. 

She saw with delight, that from .chafing and heat. 
His limbs a slight moveiBeot expresaM ; 

And gave Providence thanks, as ^besat at hi&feet, 
"Whom her efforts to save him, had btesl. 

To his reason restored, by humanity's aid. 
The soldier arose from his .chair, [modd. 

And a gem from his knapsadc he tendered the 
As a trifling retarn for her care. 

* Take this ring, girl !' said he, * which my 

General gave 

* (A reward^r his rescue) to me; '*** [grave^ 

* From the dangef, that pointed tbe path to bis 

* For tbisdeod's btea lepaidiiey bf 4hf6« 
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'Xo Ae 99atk heleil woanded J parried death's bbw, 

* 1%^ his rattle from observance coiiceal*d, 
*Wit|i'litfiisUiDgtbaiybaek,madea{>as8thio* the 

* And safe bore him away from the field.'* [foe^ 

Loofthe straggle eontiooedy 'twixt him and the 
To prove who*d best elaim>to the jewel, [maid. 

When the hiteh spoke the cotter's return from his 
Wdl it^k'd with provisions and fdel. [trade. 



* This noble action mast not be considered as the 
coinage pf iqiaKiufttion. There is now an out-pensioner 
b^ldBf^iiir to the Royal Hospital, at Chelsea, named 
Francis M'Connell, who daring a sicirmish in India were 
he waa acting as (Serjeant id the 56th Regiment, bia 
General fell wounded by bis side, whom be instantly 
bestrode, and beating off the assailants, who pressed 
forward to make his officer their prisoner, he wrapt bim 
in torn blankets, and lifting him, thus concealed, on his 
left fiionlder, actually cut his way through a battalion, 
and bore bim in safety to his tent. From this circum- 
stance he was nick-named ** Tear theBianket^^ by which 
appellation he is, to this day, more generally koown.-*He 
if DB years of age, was bom in the town of lUonagbao, has 
served 47 years in the army, and receives a pension of 
Si. Id, per dty, from Government. 

f2 



M n» room soldieml 



He rtared at togaert, » he Aiok off the «Mwr> 
WhoK thick IbkcB hai cMnntoi him e^er, 

A»a ia hi—t liiiin ■mil aaiied I 
What hai bimshthui, so hte» to his < 



' O fiither ! ^Mok kiaAj,' Ae 100401 lepfied, 

(DistreBsed at the frova of her sire) [died, 
< The b)ood-f rosea straager, eie this woald ha?s 
• Hadheootfdtthewannthof oorfiie!* 

[oD the pot, 

* Fetch viore wood/ cried the iiBtic, * sad clap 

* Since misfortone denotes he*8 a brother ; 

* He &haH &tay , aad maj hunger and cold be his lot, 

* Who can*t feel for the woes of another !' 

The soldier in. silence, resumM the arm chair. 
Which the maid in warm corner had placed, 

And the front of ihe cotter survey'd with a stare. 
As some features, once known, he retraced. 
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~— — — — — ^ ' 

The emotiou he felt» he had strove to conceal^ 
'Twas an impalse too strong to withhold ; 

He requested the rustic his name to reveal^ 
And then bid him his brother behold ! 

* Frank alive l* cried the woodman, and shouted 

(As tfaesoldierbe held to his breast,) [with joy, 

* Why th«j told us, you'd faUen in battle my boy, 

* And a bfiUel had sent you to Test I 

^ Yon seem poor, berets a home Franks so give 
us your hand, 

< Thisre's a scar I shall bathe with a tear, 

* And feel proud T ve abrother^who bled for the land 

< We ace bound, from our birth, to revere.* 

Thus by kindred united, each eagerly strove. 
Who oou*d best their felt pleasure impart ; 

And tb^y liv*d to, enjoy all the fruits of that love 
Which sincerity plants in the heart. — 
F 3 



THE CORK-SCREW. 



EACH vernal flower, that to the kissing snn. 
Expands its bosom in the garden^s bed. 
Or bends its neck to drink the noisy brook. 
That murmurs on, 'till in a gradual calra^ 
It smoothly glides and trills itself to rest. 
Let others pluck ; around Amanda's brow 
The wreath entwine, and bail her queen of Mty ; 
Her name and beauty let the lovenstruck ^outh, 
M^hosei>reast, till then, ne'er feh poetic fire, . 
In magazine enrol, in stanza's soft 
As is the nymph he woos. Be mine the choiee 
To sing the Cork-screw, tho' in humble strains. 

Thou beauteous emblem of the line of graee, 
I grasp thee firm ; — to my transported touch. 
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Alike thoaVt welcome ; for by thy kind ftid : 
The corky that blaz^ons in its coat of wax» 
I pierce intrepid, and transfix the foe, ' - 
That rudely bars the passage to my joys, 
Full in the centre : then with nervous arm 
Complete the grnpe, and give the impnson'd wine. 
Champagne or Port, iu liberty of air. 

Conscious of thine inestimable use. 
Thee, doth each toper at the festive board, 
Friend of the vintage, carry in his pouch : 
And thee the Cambridge wits, exulting, hail ; 
And they who breathe Oxonia's classic air. 
As loud they quaff and sing, and bid good night 
To Homer's muse, and Tnlly's moral page. 

But here can I forget the jolly rogue. 
Whose thought first gave this engine to the world ? 
Hail to thy memory ! and though oldTime^ 



08 ^rVM CORK SCREW. 

In his recordinsf tablet, fqr thy nasie 
Has left a blank, yet shaU the social soul 
With mirtbfnl ymtitsde, the gift admire. 
And drink tt bimper to the donor's praiae» 



I 



A SOjyjTET. 



o » <* 



PLEASURES eDJoyM— however valued been. 
Are like romances read, or prospects seen : 
E'en in our rambles we're amused the most ( 
With that, which keeps the eye from being lost^ 
That something left to guess ! Oft will restraint 
Revive delight, that with excess would faint.**- ' 
They who can tell their wealth are often poor. 
He's only rich that does not know his store. 
Revolve the past — we paint the coming years. 
The garlands fancy wove, reflection tears. 
Their roseate blossoms moan its balmy prime, . 
Borne on the fleeting wing of ruthless time. 
Beauty awaits its, all involving, gloom, 
Nor cheers the wintry frown^ that shades the tomb* 



THE TOBACCO BOX. 



I, WHO yoa'll find, tlie piq ao usefuU praise 
In verse poetic, now, attempt dike 
To magpnify the fam*d tobaeco-box. 
Associate fit, for pipe-enamour'd toper. 
Bless'd with thee, how carelessly he aits, 
LolHng^ at ease within the elbowM chair : 
Thpoagb the small precincts of a narrow tab^ 
The flavour of the burning weed be draws. 
And at each pnff, directing every cloud 
In what ^ue poise, to waft athwart the air. 
Or carl ii^ apkal head. 

Rouz'd frdm the lethargy of sleeping thought* 
By malrs mild fiuid, the mechanic prates 
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Of war, and nation's state; as he at tiig^t 

Id Bnug warm park)Ur, over Whttbr^ad's ftilld> ' 

Sits load, in ibe debate poll tieaL 

* He was the man/ Industry's son eke)«t}m-9 
(Pressinf^ the shmnken ashes of his pip«) 

* He was the man who plan'd the glorious siege ! 

* Who stay'd the progress of 4he tyrant fift 

' Andtonqoer'd force trenieadous!' Thus ^oeiedlbi 
Nest plan's an expedition, lays down mhs 
To settle politic eonoeriis^» and dares 
With sage adtice, to dictate to a throne ! I 

Casting the crusted cinder from the bowU 
Which to refil, with phiz of gravity, 
His hand in pocket dives ; ill tho diseourfiie 
Forgetting that a neighbour held, what he y 
Suspecting lost, alarmed sought ; anon 
He finds thee ; and then, the smile expressive 
Caught from internal joy^ serenes bis tet>w» 
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And fills his yacdnt s<^at. So looks the man 
Wrapt in distressful thought, misfortune's son ; 
As thro' the square, for want of chop or steak. 
He saunters at meridian, when jMrchance 
His roving eye on splendid shilling lights ! 

Whether of gold — or shell—- or fashioned silver. 
Or more humhle tin ; — how shall I speak thy 
Wond'rous worth? lin'd with salubrious weed from 
Afric's sunny shore, thou yield'st a cheering 
Balm, to the desponding chairman ! art to 
The soldier's breast, impenetrable steel, 
And comfort to the sailor in the storm ! 
On thee, the labouring son of mechanism 
His skill displays, either by spring conceal'd 
Or hinge more curious. As well the artist 
Too, with pencil yielding to the touch of 
Taste^ sends thee adom'd with beauty's emblems. 
To win the purchase of admiring fancy. 



TO POETRY. 



(.ED try the mufie^ thy starry mount I climb. 
Which stands unhurt, amidst the wrecks of time t 
Here ample headed Flora lays 
A carpet of eternal flowVs, 
In g^y rotation pass' the days. 
And festive mirth leads dancing hours. 

Yet has the lightning blazed around its brow. 
And left unsing^d the laurels verdant bough. 
Untoach*d th' immortal bays remain,— 

For nature fills the lofty space ; 
Tlie goddess here has fixed her reign. 
And sacred Heaven protects the pl^ce. 
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From hence imagination cleaves the skies« 
And all creation bursts upon mine eyes. 

Whatever sleeps ill octon^s bed. 
Or floats upon the tepid air. 

The humble vale and mountain's head, 
I see, and bend to him, that placed them there. 

Oh Poetry ! who can thy charms proclaim ? 

Who, but thy bards perpetuate thy name! 

Ev'n I, the hindmost in thy train. 

Obsequious to thy distant nod. 

Dare in thy praise to lisp a strain, 

. Yet tremble at the critic's rod* 

Thou taught'st thy sister thy creative skill. 
And lo ! each image quickens at her will : 

So potent is her sacred breath. 
The canvas lives at her command. 

And heroes long consigned to death, 

. Rise by her vivifying hand< 




ODE TO POETRY. 7$ 

Nor less does Music, ever charming maid, 
l^eel the propitious advent of thy aid \ 
She harmonizes empty sound » 

As words, and sentiment inspire 
iScho^— -reverherates around. 

And wakes each, note within her lyre* 

Sweet Poetry I idieii business setsi me free. 
Oh ! let me pass a vacant bear with thee ; 

For through thy channels' ample maze, 
Fair.Haimony devolves its tide. 

The sun sheds inexhausted rays. 
As thro' Jehoyah*s land, thy waters ^ide.* 

• AlladiDg to the poetic langasge of the Scripturet. 






A FAMILIAR EPISTLE. 



** Impute not then to me ' 
** The faoU of fortnne— or the fate*t decree.— 

/* Tct this we lee, the* ordered for the best, 
' **The bad exalted— and the good oppretsM; 
** Permitted laurels— grace the lawless brow, 
'* Th* unworthy raised— the worthy cast below** 

Drtdek— 5ij^. aatf Gait. 



FftiEND Hal, 

AS I once gave my word, you should certainly know 
What passMy shotdd I visit the regions below; 
From a dark gloomy room,with the stamp of a quiU 
I have pen*d this short jonmal, my word to fulfil* 

Know then^ my affairs heing settled, that done^ 
I had nothing to do, hut to die, and begone; 
In due form of law then, I fairly departed. 
And quickly, and safely, was hither transported. 



\ 
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As I know Jrou are carious in search of things 

strange, 
I'll relate what I found, by my whimsical change! 

The Poets, both Grecian and Roman, of old. 
Of whom, we so many fine things have been toM, 
live here in great state, are Grandees of the coart. 
To whom all the moderns most humbly resort; 
Yet few find admittance, or favour with those. 
So poor their appearance, so shabby their doaths. 
Some, indeed, if they've interesi, a place mayl 

obtain, 
And enjoy, what by merits was sued for in vain, j 
'But the rest are a poor shabby crew in the main: 
In short the whole tribe, are at best but so, so. 
As you'll find by their state, and condition below. 

[plight. 
Old Chaucer and Drayton are here in good 
And SbIakespbar and Spencer appear pretty 
tight; 
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SsN JouNsoH sells ale at the side of, the trill, • 
And BEAUMONTandFLETCHEEgo halves ina mill; 
Old MiLTOii*s still blind, but is mach in reqoest 
With Homer and Virgil, and most of the best ; 
And Addison, lately assi^ed as hisgaide» . 
Enjoys a small place, and a pension beside ; . 
Poor Savage looks cheerful^ and Otwat's welt 

fed, 
fiut appears much averse to the sight of new bread; 
I found Cumberland dull, tho' of late he's grown 

merry. 
And mended his looks, since he shook hai^ds with 

Sherry; 
That wit*s just arrived, and seems perfect at ease. 
For he finds here no don, writ, or bailiff to tease*. 

. Tet Butler of all, looks the best, let me tell 

ye. 
Has money, good do^ths^ and can now fill, his 

belly ; 
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Is lately prefer'd as his highnesses jester; 
For which he, per diem, has two and a tester ;«- 
In troth, I was glad to see Butler so mended, * 
Who had suffer'd so greatly, hefore he descended; 
<Hd Drtden sells Nectar, an excellent dram. 
And Shadwell is kept by a wealthy old dame. 

Pope and Swift, when they met, arm in arm 

took their way, 
In search of their much esteem'd friend, Johnny 

Gay ; 
Tliey calFd at each tavern, and sought all around. 
Where they thought it most likely he was to be 

found ; 
'Till at length being hnngty they happened to drop 
;As kind fortune wilPd it, into a cook shop ; 
There they spied their old friend, full as round as 

a hoop. 
Regaling himself o*er a bason of soup. 



4 
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Old DaiTDEK sells aectar, I told yoa bejbre, ' 
Bat has lately put «p a new sig^ at his door. 
And if h^ goes on, as he hath done of late. 
In a very short time, he will get an estate ; 
For honest Charles Churchill approves of the 

plan, 
And takes to his house all the custom he can ; , 
They've estahlish'd a club, i|nd when he takes 

the chair. 
The Irue sons of Gentus are sure to be there ; 
The nectar's so good, and the members so hearty, 
Yon'd be glad, I am certain, to be of the party, 
Tor Hall and old YoRiCK, with three or four more. 
Such as Fi ELDING andCo. keep theboardin a roar. 

Here are more—- but so ragged, so poor, and 
so sad, 
'Twere a shame you should know^ their Conditions 
so had. 
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aassaarg , , ssaasasaaaaBasBrsraag 

As for me ! 1 am jiist advertised to be let. 
So what will become of me, cannot tetT yet. 
Still a change for the better, I look — for 1 need it. 
Which long service wo*n*t gain me, I find, 

should I plead it ! 
So must leave that to chance^ what desert can*t 

effect. 
And invoke from the jusf, a reproach oh neglect. 

[on earth. 

When I first came, some ask'd my condition 

So I told my mishaps, from the time of my birth; 

My relation, they said, oft excited their grief. 

Bat to some parts, they ownM^they could scarce 

give belief ; 
They thought me hard used ! bid me be of good 

cheer. 
Nor doubt that an act of atimemtnt was near : 
On this hope, tho* 'twas pleasing, 1 shall not 

depend, 
For practice has proved,Fortuuewasnotmyflriend, 
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* • ■■ .t 's^sasB S I ' ' 1 g"" i ' I 't i ' i ' ii ii 

Bat when odco I am settled* Til write Vye againi 
'Till .when, your fast friend^ honest F— I lenudA 

POSTSCRIPT, 

The playhouses, I Ve heard, are all in a bad way, 
And if not hack'd hy talent, most fall to decay | 
That wise as the age is, a good play .is so rare. 
That the boxes, and pit, look deserted and bare. 
This distaste is promoted by snakes in the grasSf 
Who are knownio hold/orihjB^Siiwtplmfp drapUf 

ox farce. • < ■ 

ThisFm sure, should the actors be left in the larch» 
|t will not be the fault of our good mother Churchy 
But those d[proti/^, set methodic, which {^^r^oif 
- , to a treci . . 

Will overshadow all rational pastime you'll see ; 
The most innocent;Sport theyilne'^r cease to revilet 
^nd with face hypocriiic, decry e*en a smiU. 
Thus Theatres in time will Conventicles be* 
And decfiti^xQ\» the downfal of taste^ t4?il,and gUei 



TO HEALTH. 



SOON as the nimble handmaid hours. 
Emerging from her twilight bowers. 
The faiir Aurora have divinely drest. 
Ere yet the radiant lord of day. 
Chasing the hunfid clouds away, [east. 

With heav'nly glow hath flushed the pale-faced 
Oh ! rose-lip'd virgin ! are thy footsteps seen. 
Both on the mountains slope, and level green. 

What time^ within the maze of sleep, 
' The drones of life, their senses steep. 
Whilst dreams oppressive o*er their fancies ride; 

Thou join'st the merry random dance. 

With exercise and temperance, 
Thai the gay groom, and thi$ the happy bcide* 
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These are thy parentS|^and from snch as these, 
Britain's stoat race, spmnig up in ancient days. 

Qaeeu of each grace ! sweet featured maid ! 
Without thy genVous, constant aid. 
Love's favQi;ite }and, in vain won- d beauty tread. 
No genuine, fond, adorer dies 
Beneath 'her brilliant killing eyes. 
For all their lustre, all their fire is fied : 
Nor can the fair one long the loss survive, 
'Till thou restore, and keep those charms alive. 

Oh ! favourite of the human race. 
What certain quick events take place. 
Dispensing gracious boons when thou art nigh ! 
; Sicktiess, unpillowing his head. 

Starts up alertly f com hid bed. 
Upheld by thee, and lays the crutches by ; 
Whilst Grief, who like a skeleton appears. 
Blithe from her (kin-wom cfaeek,wipe8 off the taais. 
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At thy salute, thy friendly touch, 
Th' enfeebled mortal o'er his crutch 
No longer bends, but stauds erect at lenp^th : 
Sudden he feels with dear surprize. 
Each fibre stretch, each muscle rise. 
And looks the figure of elastic strength. 
liVielding his club, Akides like, he goes, 
Surveys his limbs, and scarce himself he knows; 

Ah ! when shall 1 thy blessings share?* 
When wilt thou give thy vital air 
To fan the sickly embers of my soul ?. 
When shall I meet, when once again 
Join thy jocose, thy ruddy train. 
And quaff With decency thy sober bowl ? 
View me with pity, and thy pow'r diffuse^ 
Rebrace iosy nerves» and cheer my languid mus^ 

* Writlcn at a lime of ttckueM. 

U 



A VISION, 
(^ddrcited to Mr. Laejuus Cowmn.*) 

■ " Can tbit man sleep !"— -FtA Pimarro, 

THE night's far spent, and myriads speed their 
flight. 
To guard the unconscious sleepers of to night; 
Now half the world, is lock'd in sound repose^ 
While aching eyes of millions, cannot dose; 
The mind of peace, is luird in downy sleep. 
The eye of misery awakes to weep ! 

Tired at length, with these reflections deep, 
I'd put the light out, and prepared for sleep ; 



* Late of 69, Wimpole Street, CavendUh Square, and 
now a resident in the United States. 
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When *8ide my bed there shone a radiant light. 
Around the figure of a maid in white ; ' 

She saw — and quickly rid me of snrprize, 
And» with a courteous accent bid me rise ; 
Leave my lay'4 inmates to their calm repose. 
And weigh the lesson^ Faacy shon'd disdose. 
Rising obedient, to the beckoning fair,^ 
I feiHrleas 'side her wafted thro' the air, 
'Till from a, summit cloudless and serene. 
My guide descended to a rural scene. 
Where the bright embers, from a wood-made fire, 
ReveaTd the straw bed, of an aged sire. 

*^ That hoary head you view,, of cov'ring bare. 
By justice dpom'd, a coronet sbon'd wear ; 
But fortune fickle, as she seems unjnst. 
For unknown reasons, has. abus'd the trust. 
And to the wealthy wearer, blindly lent 
The gandy wreath, that robs him of content. 
»2 
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He'll broken rest, from usurpation find. 
Whilst here, contentment sleeps^ to fate resig^'d. 

[child; 
" How sweetly Virtne sleeps— God*s favorite 
Whose smiling face denotes her slambers mild ; 
Her guardian angel is a smile within. 
She knows no care> because she knows no sin ; 
She dreams she's leaning on her father's breast. 
That just, that sacred, pillow of the blest !" - 

In durance tile, behold, by fortune cro8s*d, 
A liberal heart, in dreams of trouble toss'd ; 
A wretch^ with friendly seeming, gain'd his bond, 
Then fixed him debtor (ruin'd) to despond. 
And to a distant climate fled secure. 
From that confinement which his dupes endure! 
But vain their speed, that wou'd from conscience 
Thei r guilt pursues them with asleepless eye ; [fly^ 
The night must come, then forms by faney led. 
In midnight slumber, croud around his bed ; 
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There infant children^ clad in poor attire. 
Bid him arise ! and liberate their sire ! [smart. 
Whose lisping plaints, make keen the conscious 
Which spreading, festers in his Jewish heart.''' 
" Hail guilt's yile ofispring, veil thy heart an^ 

preach. 
Revel, ^hile now thou'rt scap'd from justice' 

reach ; 
Tho' vice may flourish in deceitful bloom. 
She cannot smooththe pathway to the tomb. 
Or yield the base and unrelenting heart, 
One balm to soQth its self accusing smart. 
Or chase the keen and agonizing thought, 
That!s wounded with afflictions it has wrought." 



* This Israelite not onlf fixed me as his security fur a- 
debt, but actually absconded with the cash he obtained 
on two of my acceptances for a considerable sum ; which 
fraudulent transaction, 1 have embraced this opportunity 
to make linown, not only to guard society from a charac- 
ter who can exist, by preying. upon the unwary, but under 
the hope that this public exposure of his conduct, may 
excite some of hisfraiemilf to. in veslijcate the tr^tb of qiy 
allegation, and excite a'restitution of the amount of my 
credulity, r^ec/»n/7, that my children are my fellow wfferert. 
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*< Within that half filled hed, the child ran creep. 
Of him io prison, lock'd in restless sleep^ 
The anxious mother, lies with bosom bare^ 
Clasping^ her young, who've crawled to nesUe diere* 
Their waking calls for father ! she'll beguile. 
With stifled tear and pain reviving smile; 
Each self denying, o'er their scanty fare. 
From pious motives, who the most shall spare ! 

** The proud usurper tumbles from a throne 
In sleep, which waking, he had thought his own \ 
The crafty statesman, by a ribbon won. 
Bemoans, in sleep, the country he's undone f - 
The gallant warrior dreams the battle's o'er. 
And wakes to fears he'd never felt before. 
And greedy merchants, whose delight is gain*. 
Dream all their wealth is buried in the main \ 
Thus every state, some woe is doom'd to share. 
Few in this life exist, exempt from care. 
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** Pain'd by distress, if comfort yon woaM see. 
Its weighty burthen, strive to rest on me. 
Myname*s Content,with Health I'm chiefly found. 
Religion wove the wreath with which Fm crown'd; 
We both on Virtne, lasting blessings sbow'r. 
And guide her precepts to her latest hour. 
Cease to repine, be to your state resigned. 
And grave this useful lesson on yonr miod, — 
Virtue, distress is suffer'd to endure. 
That moieextatic may appear the cnrel*'' * 

This said— dissolving into air, she fled. 
And left me, as she found me, warm in bed. 



ALBERT Ajyn SIGISMUjyDjl, 

OR 



'< Fancies and notions we pursne, 

'* Which ne*er had beiiifE»l>ut in thougbty 

" And, like the dntinjr artist, woo 

** The image, we ooraeWes ha?e wrought.^ 

Prior. 



DO you behold the castle tdll. 

Near yonder river's side. 
Where many a boist'rous winter sqnall 

Has driven the swelling tide ? 

My love lives in yon castle tall, 

A red cross Knight is he. 
And he hath sworn, whatever befal. 

My wedded Lord ta he. 

His cheeks both round and ruddy are. 

His coniely stature, tall ; 
As black as jet his curly hair. 

And manhood graces all. 



ALBERT AJTD SIGISMlTJ^DAi 

A firtnoQs flame my bosom warms, 

Which eVer must endare, 
IKnce truth and houor ait hi» arms. 

His conquests are. secure. 

The haughty Earl, bis father bold. 

Full three months hath been dead, 
And long before, with broken gold. 

He seai'd thebond to wed- 
Then wake betimes, my yirgins all. 

At break of coming day. 
For sure I am, the Earl will come. 

To fetch his bride away. 

CoToe to my bed, ere morning's dawn. 
And braid my yellow hair. 

That ere I hear his bugle horn» 
I may look fresh and fair« 
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A spddiNA WiBigbt apiwlsmj heart. 
The omen di|inp8 my joy ; 

Sare some mishapy it doth impart^ 
That will my bope^ destroy^ 

I woaM tomorrow ragbt were here^ 
The yoaQgrEarl on my arm. 

That I might check this bodiag fear. 
That fills me with alarm. 

The raia in torrents seems to ponr, 
The storm appeara to rise. 

And the loud thunder's awful roar. 
Disturbs the peaceful skies. 

How can yoii deep) my Tirgins all I . 

How can ye sleep so sound ? 
The screeching owl on yonder wall 

Makes the old porch resound. 



\ 
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Away ! ill-omen*cl bird away ! 

Thou'lt chaant ao cheerfal sotigf, ' 
To welcome i n tfafe new-born day. 

Or cbeer die coming throD|^. 

What ! sleep ye still ? my bridesmaids young» 

Ah! don't ye hear the bell. 
With hollow voice, and iron tongue. 

Ring midnight's dii^mal knell ? 

Nay take your rest ! my virgin hostk 

For innocence can sleep, 
Despight of tempest, owl, or ghost. 

Whilst guilt, awakes to weep ! 

Who is't! that stands ^t my bed side ! 

Earl Albert! is it you ? 
Nay prithee stay 'till Vm your bride. 

Nor guilty loTe pursue I - 
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The castle-gates are locked and barr-4s 

The porter keeps the key ; . 
Why hast thoa love* deceiy'd his gaard. 

To steal this night to me ? 

Why at this dark and dismal hour 

Has*t thoa thy bed ibi-sook ? 
What rashy imprudent, thought bad power. 

To make thee wade the brook? 

Thy shining locks ate dripping wet. 

And pallid is thy cheek ; 
Dost thou, my lord, thy vows regret? 

What wou'd ye ? ' prithee speak I-^- 

Why dost thou point with 8orr<yw*d look. 

Thy finger tVard the door ? 
Have I my love's design mistook ! 

I'll pardon then iniplore. 
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Oh go not thns— my Albert stay ! 

Virgins, awake ! awake ! 
See where the yonng Earl glides away. 

Feel the foundations shake ! — 

Alas ! I fear our ]ady*s ill. 

My sister virgins rise ; 
Or why sboidd she in notes so shrill, 

Send forth sach piercing cries !-« 

Do ye see nought, my maids', aronnd } 

Do ye not hear a bell. 
That with a deep; and isolemn sound 

Tolls slow, a sad death knell ? 

Now fate confirm my lover's vow. 

And sure make me his bride. 
As I am, that he stood but aow. 

All pale at my bed-side. 
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He bent like winter 8i*«r Ms trea4. 

With hair of icy dew ; 
His ejesy two dnskj oii>s» seemM deact^ 

His robe, ethereal blae. 

Ah ! do not weep ray lady kind. 

Nor heed a troubled dreiam ; 
'Tis but the over-anxious nitid. 

That makes fear certain seem. 

The gates are fast, the drawbridge up,' 
Yest're'en Earl Albert went, 

(Eager to win tiie golden cop. 
By sailing on the Trent) 

To his near kinsman, Rhodol(di*« houae. 
With whom this mora he'll come. 

In armour bright, to guard his speuse* 
Fair Sigismonda fao«M. 
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Your hsir kaflgs kNwey. yotfr temples: bmrn. 

Your eyes botk wUdlf stare ; 
Dear lady to youc bed reHu-n^. 

And find composore there. 

My haif haiig^ Idose, my temples bara^ 

My swollen, eyes may glare ; 
But I to sest wiH ne*er fetorii 

'Till Albert letfds me t!here. 

My bridal dress and robe aIso» 

Go, vir^ns, hitber bring. 
For I to meet the £arlwill go^ 

And claim tb« wedding ring. 

And bring tbe silkeir 'kerchief sleek. 

With which my kiver diear. 
Oft afler be batb kMis*d ny cfteek, 

Hath dried away the tear. 
I 2 
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For he this night appeared to me. 
And beckon'd me away ; 

As he's my wedded Lord to he* 
'Ti$ meet, I shou*d obey. 

The storm is hush'd, the sun is up. 
Wide ope's the castle gate; 

Now ill betide the golden cap. 
That keeps the Earl so late* 

She dress'd to meet her Lord so deart 
Her snow white mantle tore ; 

And on her bodice saw with fear. 
Three drops of human gore.. 

She heard a horn-^and ran to meet 

Her lover at the gate ; 
She slid the steps with nimble feet. 

With flat'ring hope elate* 



I 
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She ran to meet her Lord so dear^ 

She called him as she went. 
And met his corpse, stretched on a hier. 

Just ta'en from the cold Trent ! 

Frantic with grief, she tore her hair, 
" I'm thine in death ! " she cried ; ^ 

Then burst her heart-«trings with despair. 
Looked upwards, groan'd, and died ! 

The Earl bad won the golden cup. 

But upset far from shore. 
He held the fatal relic up. 

And sunk, to rise no more ! 

Tho* time, their monumental stone. 

Has crumbled into dust; 
Their souls, united into one. 

May live among the just. 
IS 
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CONSOLATION UNDER AFFUCTION, 

A 80NG, 



^^^^^#«*^^^^s»«»^>»^»^ 



WHEN the shafts of misfortune envenom the mindi, 
What balm can their rankling remove? 

What magic to blunt their keen edge can we find. 
Like the presence of those whom we love ? 

Of the blessings, kind heaven, ordainM ns to know. 

Of all the delights mortals prove. 
The sweetest of any, permitted below. 

Is the presence of those whom we love. 

They may talk of the Elysium hereafter to be. 

When in future existence we rove; 
Vm content with the world, 'tis a heaven to me. 

In the presence of those whom I love. 



THE 6KY-LAItIt. 
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M ARK'D you yon sky-lark's tow'ring.fligfat. 
And how inelodionsly she sung ; 

Then slow descending from her height. 
To brood upon her callow young? 

The tender task performed, she rears 
Aloft, her downy breast in air; . 

Till guiding nature wakes her fears. 
With pantings^ for her helpless care. 

Thus careless o'er life's rugged way. 
Her jocund minutes wing their flight. 

From sun-rise, to the se^tting day. 
Combining duty with delight. 



THE RECLUSE. 



" Day after day, 
** Sad at the gloomy cavern^g mouth he sat. 
** At eveoinfir, to the setting 8ud he turnM 
^ A mournful eye, and down his dying heart 
«* Sunk hopeless!** 



DEEP in the covert of a wood. 

Upon a verdant spot. 
By many a winding path enclosed. 

There stands a spacious grot. 

Grave contemplation here, was found 

To fix her gloomy seat, 
Antt clustering elders, ivy bound, 

RevealM her calm retreat. 
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Close by, a crystal purling stream 

In wild meanders stray'd, 
And oft aromid, witii balmy breatk. 

The gentle zephyrs play'd. 

Beside the grot» the blushing rose^ 

And white*rob'd lily sprang. 
And on the adjoining boshes pereh*d^ 

The throslt and linnet tnng, 

Hece a Reclose, from noise retired 

(The subject of my tale) 
Dwelt»and the neighboniing swains admir*d> 

The hermit of the vale*. 

No gandy.gem within the cave^ 

The bauble pomp disclos'd ; 
A sknll, cross-bones, aoid honr-glass. 

Its ornaments compos'd. 
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A wazoiag moral he aAi'dy 

To each xtutmeMtp^at, 
That tb<^pghtleflBjiiiade^iiiilMi6»BiigktTiew 

A lesson, to* adqwet. 

** Time-wastuig noctals ?iew ^ l^aei^ 

And couot the, hp^m that $j ; 
Vain ^lly» view the wite^k. oC deaibt 



A;;;! iGmtt* fromi^^^*^ dil» 



i». 



Tho* such the neamess ^ hia.frat^. 

And noughC but frak b» ebeei^ 
Yet hospitaiitj benign^ 

Her hand could open here^ 

If e'er a siraofp&r id tie WDod« 
From beateof path would stra^. 

He kittdlj fed him at htis board* 
Or put hioi o» his wty. 



Oft at !lhe cdmjdecUne of -di^. 

Beneath a finroiite tree, 
CustMi "would te«ipt 4ias steipi 'kf Utrty, 

To view the' netghboiiriog 8ea« 

Tkeve, to itB<edfy bmk, he*d east 
A tearM, Itageriag^, eje, ' . - ' * 

And ponder '0^eri^M>ae sorrows paat^ ' 
That iree'd the'itbprisoaMMgfa. 

Here melanchply always! soQgbt . 

Her ^rotary to depress; 
And oft to tbasey wiioim pky broaght. 

His griefs, he'd thus express. 

* The winds are ealai ! rapadevsseat 

* Thy billows eease io roar ; 

* Ah 1 had*8t tho« been as nild.to ine, 

• I nkight not less deplore < 
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* Let list'ning echo from her cel1|' 

* Reply from bill lo dale ! . 

< Let pitying ndtore pendive dw^ ' 

* Upon my woe fraught tale. . 

' A bark cotitaioing, children-^wife— ^ 

< My kindred r-treasarM 'store! 

' Those valued blesising^ of tiy life, ' 
' Was wreck*d dpoii: this shore ! 

* Ah fatal day! can 1 forget? 

< The morning proteised fair; . 
Bat ere the evening sun had set, 

* Thy storms begat dii$pair. 

* My Emma! dear angelic maid ! 

* Thrice reached the rocky pi^r, 

' And panting, look*d around for aid, 

* But ah 1 no one was near« 




THE RECLUSB. 109 

* A lifeless corse— her roses fled, 
^ They bore her o*er the plain, 

< And like a lilly, droop'd her head, 

* When wet with vernal rain. 

< Id a dark comer of my cave, 

' Her mouldering relics lie ; 

< Where these weak hands have dog the grave, 

< To hold ns, when I die. 

^ This I've directed—by a scroll, 

* Suspended o'er her bier, 

* And trust some sympathizing soul, 

< Will let us mingle there. 

< But soft— alas ! unjust I mourn, 

* 'Twas fate's all wise decree, 

* To share the envied Mess above 

* They left the w;orld to me.' 

K 
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Thus he would chide the faithless main, 

And on his sufferings dwell, 
Till evening darkening o'er the plain, 

Warned him to seek his cell. 

There on a mat, he'd lay him down. 

And prayers to heaven direct. 
That he might bear with fortune's frown. 

And meet it with respect. 

The neighbouring swains, one morning found, 

(Some paces from the grot) 
His clay cold corse upon the ground. 

And bore it to a spot 

Wherein, beside a skeleton 

In death's scant rob^ array'd. 
Midst balmy weeds and violets, 

This pious man they laidn 



■\ 



THB RECLUSE. HI 

And once, the swains, in every year. 

Assemble at the cave. 
And flowers, bedewM with friendship's tear. 

They strew upon his grave. 

And to this day, without the grot. 

Stand records to declare. 
To those, who seek this gloomy spoty 

The worth sepulchred there. 
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A HINT. 

TO SIJ^GLE GEJ^LEJUEJr. 
— »» » <• — 

SEARCH Europe a]l over, the women for prattle. 

Were fam'dy since the forming of grandmother 
Eve; 
In Eden's rich garden, she first sprung the rattle. 

That Adam, her senior, so soon could deceiye. 
The fondest will jabble, the mildest will squabble, 

'Bout dress, or intrigue, or insipid virtu I 
But their larum can't tingle, to plague men that's 
single. 

So to marriage and discord, I'd fain bid adieu. 

I've heard of a doctor, far-fam'd for his science. 
From learning proficient in magic's dark school; 

And he married, because he put fear at defiance. 
Expecting with charms, that his wife he cou'd 
rule. 
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With studied iDvention, to stay all contention, 

He crowned all her wishes with chaplets of gold ; 
Bat his^ ma^c was useless, and he bad grown 
toothless. 
Ere he*d found out the secret^ for iaming a 
scolds 
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S)n tfie 9Deatt) of a 9tftttes(f$. 



** Mourn I mourn ye Britons, let your wallingg fell* 
" How blest she livM— how much belovM she fell r 



CHARLOTTE ! whose death caused Albion's 
Fate view'd with watch fal eye, [tears. 

Numbered her virtues with her years. 
And said, 'twas time to die! 

Her deeds such purity expressed, 

She^d nought to be forgiven. 
So summoned her to join the blest. 

And reign divine, in heav'n ! 
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A SOLILOQUY ON 



^ His heart has sank beaeath the stormy 
** (Sad meed of unexampled troth^l) 

** And sorrow, like the canker worm» 

«< Preys on the blossoms df his yiMh? 



AT the drear hour, when o*er the pensive plain, 
Dark fronted night, assumed her silent reign. 
The mourner sat, to guard the sacred bier. 
Upbraiding death, that made such havoc*there; 
Despairing woe, no charm in thought cou'd find. 
And thus broke forth, the anguish of his mind : 

' Cease mem'ry cease ! to paint the fatal night, 

* Her sainted spirit wingM its early flight;—* 

* When expectation, bid her patient bear, 

* Her portion of those pangs, which mothers share ; 

* When onr fond hope's appear'd, bereft of life* 

* I bow'd consoled that death had spared my wife; 
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* But when a second shock , appaird my sight, 

* And doom'd my joys to everlasting night, 

< 'Twas then, distraction ruPd with anarch sway, 

* And hurried reason from her throne away ! 

' Slow from her cheeks, the blushing crimson fled, 

* And O'er her charms, a deadly paleness spread ; 

* Blest with each grace that nature could bestow, 

* Chaste as the opening rose, or falling snow.-* 

* Now fled are all the beauties of her youth, 

< Still is that tongue,' that vow'd eternal truth; 
' Pale are those pouting lips of scarlet hu^ 

\ Dim are those lovely eyes of glossy blue ; 

* For envious death, has mangled all her charms, 

* And tore her, from a doting husband's arms! 

* When hand in hand we trod the cheerful grove, 

* The murm'iing breezes seem'd to whisper love: 

* The smiling hours on downy pinions fled, 

* And calm coutentmentj hover'd o'er my bead, 
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* Bat now, no more the rural sceneg delight^ 

* The faded landst^pe sickens on my sight, 

* The western gales in hoarser murmurs roar, 

* And cooling shades invite my steps no more. 

* Deprived of thee, what now remains behindy 

* But bitter grief and slow eopsuming pain ?> 

* 0.! that the same sad moment had resign'd, 

* That life, which now, reluctant I sustain. 

* Celestial shade ! incessant will I pay, 

* The pions tribute to thy mournful bier ; 

* To thee will consecrate the living lay, 

* To thee devote the melancholy tear. 

* Still shall my heart retain the sacred fire, 

^ Of purest passion and ingenuous love, 
< 'Till heav'n, indulgent to my fond desire, 

* Unites us, in the realms of bliss above T— 

He ceased, and to the coffin bent his head. 
To mourn in speechless woe^the sacred dead. 



'^ 
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TO LEOPOLD. 
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Amu O ! if I'm sianing let mercy diMOver» . 

Aod plead for affection so true ; '- ^< 
I implore, that my soul, when it lesfW mtf nay hwnr 

Around« and dwell always with yo« ! 



Be the guide lo your thoughts, and your guardian in 
There pourtray the joys of the blest ; [slombcri^ 

Then sit on your Up, each fond sigh, there to number, 
And, like air, glide unfelt to your breast ! 



TO MUSIC. 



HENCE, dall-brow'd melancholy ! creep away 
To weeping caverns, exii'd from the day ; 
Thy temples bathe with- nightly' dew. 
That drops from yonder baneful yew ; ' 
Or go where endless horror dwells^ 
To bedlam walls— to newg^te celts : 
Else while thy front distils a sbower. 
Go watch the corse at midnight^s fearful hour. 

But come, thou parent of poetic song, 
Pride of my verse, sweet Music, haste along ; 
Descend from thine ethereal bowers. 
And with thee bring the sportive hour. 
She comes-^the sportive hours obey. 
And trip before the dancing day ; 
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The harp adorns her hand, and on her face. 
Sits each attractive charm of winning grace. 

No more the factious, winds are heard to rave. 
Yon foaming flood has calmed its angry wave ; 
Hushed is the jay's discordant note. 
Silent the raven's croaking throat; 
Throughout the woods, amidst the plains^ 
Stillness — an awful stillness reigns : 
Each tuneful bird is mute— all nature round, 
listens attentive to the magic sound. 

And hark ! how gently she salutes the ear ! 

The touch, how soft ! the melody, how clear ! 
To love she lightly sweeps the strings. 
Smooth fly the notes on silken wings : 
These are the strains that seoth my care. 
Alarm, and terrify despair ; 

The lowering demon startles at the sound, . 

Sullen stalks off, and treads onhallow'd ground. 
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Now! the loud note she swells, ^nd sings of arms; 

O ! how the noble air, my spirit warms ! 
I feel, as 'twere, my courage glow. 
And rush in thought, to meet the foe. 
Methinks I see the martial plain, 
£nsanguin*d o*er, with heaps of slain. 

Heroes and steeds in wild confusion run, 

And conquest waits, on gallant Wellington ! 

See ! while the goddess plays, around her throng 
The joy struck quadrupeds, to hear the song ! 
Delighted neighs the conscious sleed. 
The hungry bull forgets to feed, 
Thie stag is tame. The dappled fawns 
Ekiiit, and scud along the lawns. 
Enamour'd echo, in the distant vale. 
Answers her voice, in Bvery softened gale. 

No more the fierce eyed tyger, threatens harnii 
But lays him dowD> and listens to the charm. 

L 
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Nor less the lion bates his rage, 
(Sach pow*r has music to assuage,) 
The ravenous wolves let loose their prey. 
Her impulse, furious pards obey* 
The uncurling adder, too, begins to rear * 
His crest elate, as if he seemM to hear. 

But ah ! she stops the soul enchanting strain, . 
And soars to her celestial throne again. 

Adieu, ye flattering sounds! adieu! 

The change is felt all nature through. 

SurchargM with rain, the clouds appear 

To stain the products of the year: 
And now they burst— loud thunder tears the sky 
And nought but gloom, surrounds the weeping eye. 



A TANKARD OF PORTER. 



THE foaming cup replete with mad*ning juice 
Of Gallic vine, to other's taste 1 leave. 
Why should I sicken for exotic draughts. 
Since with kind hand, domestic Ceres gives. 
Potation more robust?— replenish—-here 
Boy— -take this honest tankard — fill it high 
With buxom porter, such as Hercuies, 
Was Hercules in being, would imbibe. 
Behold its pyramid of towering froth. 
Brown as a nut, and sparkling to the sight; 
Tho' some prefer it white as Alpine snow. 
Or Cselia's milky orbs!— -encircled oft 
Amidst my jovial intimates, to her. 
Benignant goddess of the barley-mow. 
Who ever guards and swells the smiling cheer> 
l9 
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Her own libation, let me offer np 
With thanks exalting, 'till I am no idoTe. 
'lis this enlivens the freethinker's brain. 
Great bulwark of Political debate ! 
By this. He dares his florid armament. 
And pours forth unpremeditated tropes. — 
At rank's luxuriant table, tho' thou'rt held. 
In estimation cheap, thy charms to me 
Are not diminished ; for, secure from ills, 
I quaff thy salutif *rous stream, whilst some - 
That are sad slaves to boundless appetite. 
Drink in each glass, th' inflammatory gout, 
^ And thousand other ills that flesh is heir to.'' 

Can dear-bought Claret boast of services 
With thine co-equal ? or can Punch itself. 
However temper'd with Jamaica's rum, 
Parisian brandy, or Batavian rack, 
High-priz'd— diffuse hilarity like thee ? 



\ 
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Absurd ! before the nodding barley-sheaf. 
The GalHc vine must bow, as Gallic butlers 
To the stout British draymen, must give way. 

Now when the evening, creeps with gradual step» 
And wraps the day within her sable shroud; 
Come, Tan k ard, to my hand, and with thee brings 
Segar — companion meet—attended thus. 
My nectar will I quaff, 'till nature nods. 
To meet refreshment, from untroubled sleep. 



TO GRATITUDE. 



CAN man in plenty thankless liye. 

And take what heayen Touchsafes to ghn f 

With unconcern, can he heboid. 

Yon solar orh of dazzling gold. 
And see, unmoy'd, each dying plant and flower. 
Confess the^a< of its yegetatiye power ? 

The lapses of the chequered year. 
Can he reyiew, and not reyere ? ' 
And, while with raptured eye, he yieyrs 
Things formed, and varied to his use. 
Can he in lordly riot waste his dajrs. 
And not ejaculate one note of praise ? 
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He can— whilst be aliriceft«*djr9ves 
Through Sin*s gay walks, and tempting groTes, 
Whilst yet he quaffs from Pleasure's bowl. 
Spontaneous poison to his soul \ 
From vice to vice, whilst yet he dares to r<^aitt. 
And recollective thought is absent from her home. 

The spring returns with blooming face. 

And panting summer runs its race. 

Next, autumn, richest of the year^ 

And winter lagging in the reiir ; 
Yet tho* these heralds, Timers swift ebb proclaim. 
The varying seasons, find him still the sane. 

Come, Gratitude, my soul refine. 
And make thy poet half divine, 
Teach me to sing in deathless lays. 
My glorious benefactor's praise t— 
Come, smiling cherub, from thy blest abode. 
Uplift me on thy plnmst, and bear me to ny God I 



TMtE MIRROR. 



HAIL charming mirror ! that reflects the face 
Of Emily— oBefore thy splendid shrine. 
What oonntless legions of adorers bow ! 
Here beauty gazes, and her form surveys 
Transcendent-— irresistible ! nor fails 
To ruminate, how best she may ensnare 
The dangling coxcoqab, in her fatal net* 
For this (wjth no small share of pride) 
She dresses tasteful, practises the lear 
Significant, the random glance oblique. 
The luring smile, and not displeasing frown* 

Hail, yet agatn^ thou spectacle of art. 
Arts brightest lustre ! 'fore whose polish*d plain 
Thy poet, razor armM, hath often shorn 
His chincriuigerous; where.Uves theman-^ 
Who doei iH>t t>wi| thy universal use I. . - . 
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The pompous lawyer,. lavanoos d( fee. 
Drug-vending doctor, and the grave divine. 
In thee, admire the dignity of wig. 

But should spihe bideeus flaw, tfay shiniiig face 
Deform, tremendous 10 behold ! neglect 
And sure contempt, will bie thy fator« &te. — 
So fares it with the nymph, whose' preciovB gem 
Of chastity is sallied ! tour disdain, ^ 
And sharp invectiires^ rendered sharper still. 
As uttered by her sex ; her ear confoUttdi 
Unused to tauntings. And thjs sated beaa 
Rambles in quest of more allaring charms ! 

llien, Emily, thou much admired maid. 
Beware ! the caution of thy sire observe. 
And con this lesson from the Jooking.^Uus. 
So shall thy bard repent not of his lay. 
Well pleased, if Against the wiles of arlfal man. 
He can bat guard the ttoftdspeeting fiiir* - 



Jl 



JUUA'S BIRTH-DAY 

dT ONB YBJB OLD* 

' THE fouf-and-twentieth day of June 

Now approaching very soon, 
- Gay bedeck'ds by boimteoiis May, 
Is little Jalia*s natal day. . . 
Pretty warbleiis of the wood, 
,Qait awhile your callow. brooB, 
G^ly prune each gaudy wing. 
Each a merry carol brijDg» 
To commemorate the morn, 
When my little. maid was bom* 
Come Aurortf ! bring thy hours 
AU array 'd in full-blown flowers ; . 
Every hoar tnust wear a smile. 
Little troubles to beguile ; 
Aiiy phantoms, lightly tread 
O'^r the cowslip^ glittering hea^ 
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0*er the cup bf golden hue, 
Fiird this morn with silver dew. 
By kind nature filled for you. 
Let each little fairy lip» 
Of the pearly dew-^drop sip ; 
Nature pours out all her wealth. 
Drink to her's» and Julians health,— 
She, I'm sure, will not refuse 
Gratefully those gifts to use. 

O Innocence \ protect her youth. 

Lead her down the paths of truth ; 

Be improvement then her toy. 

Doing good, her greatest joy; 

Mindful of her parent^Mod, 

And her duty to her God ; 

Culling sweets from every flow'r. 

Truth has twin'd round Virtue's bow'r. 

There to dwell with sweet content, 

Yirtoe'g, constant resident. 

3ffly5,l8i7, 
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X> GUIDE me, mem^ryy back to pl^ures past. 
To scenes e'er childhood ripened into man, 

Inhere joy appeared too exquisite to last, :^)>ega». 
And evening crowned the sports, which mom 

Then in gay meads» )iow gladsome have I flayed. 
How bask'd beneath thewarmtb of summer skies! 

On the tann*d haycpckj. how supinely Uidf 
Luird to soft ijMkiber by the buzzing flies ! 

Oft have I froli9k'4.QQ the social green. 

When the clear moon, diffused her sober light, 

Hail'd the calm lustre of the silver; sipenfj 
And stoPn th^ i^veetesjtmoine^ts t)f Aq night. 
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Can I forget, bow oft I've run the race? 

Forget those clay8,when time too swiftly roU'd— 
Blot from my mind the much frequented place. 

Where schoolboys batted, and where striplings 

[bowrd? 
Blithe OB some pleasing, sun-shine holiday. 

Beside the pebbled spring, i oft bare sat. 
There with my co-mates, worn the time away, .i 

In' harmless romping, or in harmless chat* 

Then was the hour, (my life so free from blamie) 
When I could smile at every feather'd toy, 

When each vain trifle, that the mkn might shame. 
Delighted, not disgraced the^ughing boj. 

Where now are all those festive days of eas^ ? 

Alas ! fast bound in times all-girting roll ; 
Yet still the thoughts of past enjoyments pfease. 

And lend a- transport to the languid sonl. 

M 
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Yet though the school-boys hours are wingM with 
dowD^ 
(So sure at Pleasure's side. Pain takes her stand) 
Oft have I fear*d the master's angry frown, 
. .And the rod quivering in his nervous hand. 

One look from him^ if anger puflTd his cheek. 
My heart hath awed, my spirits hath deprest ; 

Oite look from him, if that one look wjeis meek. 
Again called forth, the sun-shine in my breast* 

But. slight are all the terrors of the school^ 
Matched with the tumult of a bustling worlds 

Where reason bends, as passion takes the rule. 
And the racked soul, from vice to vice is hurl'd. 

Where to the charms of modest merit blind. 
Proud fortune sways, with indiscreet command ; 

Spurns lowly worth, who courts her to be kind. 
Yet drops, unask'd, her gifts in folly's hand. 
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Bear me, just heav*n ! towhere Contentment lives^ 

And let me there contemplate as f o«gkt ; 
Trne, solid happiness. Contentment gives^ 

Sure guide to peace, sweet nurse of tranqtiil 

[thought ! 
Without her aid, without her cheerful reign. 

Dull disappointment mortifies our pride. 
Vain is each pleasure, each allurement Tain, 

Vain all, that flows from Fortune^s ample tidew 

Through her in flights, amusive, roves the mind. 
Confinement's welcome, to the willing slare ; 

On rapid pinions, Fancy mounts the wind". 
And Poverty, sleeps easy in her cave^ 

With her in competence, oh ! let me dwell. 
Safe from that envy which preferment brings^ 

PleasM with the key that locks me in her cell, 
Fd tbink my state, beyond the bliss of hingsw 



THE PIJ>r. 



FOR once, ye critics ! let the sportive muse . 

Her fools«cap wear* spite of the .shaking bead 

Of stern-ey*d gravity ; for tko* the maid 

To frolic be disposed, no song she chaunts 

Immoral, nor one picture will she draw. 

But virtue may approve it with a smile. 

Ye curling streams! whose banks are decked 

with flow*rs^ 
Farewell \ for I must leave your rich perfumes 
To sing the pin- 
Without whose aid, the maid of nicest taste^ 
Of neatest mould, a slattern would appear. 
Hail ! theoy thou useful, little instrument ! 

MS 
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Tho* small, yet consequential : for by thee, 
Beaaty sets off her charms, as at the glass, 
Emma or Julia, best adapt thy point. 
Without' thy service, would the ribband flaunt 
Loose to the fanning gale, nor on the head 
Of antient belle, would stand the gaudy gem ! 
The 'kerchief, from the neck of snow would hiXt 
With freedom bold, andleare the bosom bare. 
How would the sempstress trim, thy want regret. 
As she the head-dress forms ? and how the maai 
Of law, sagacious, with his spectacles 
On nose reverted ; frequent does he want 
Thy prompt assistance, to connect his scraps 
And notes obHtei*ated.-«Thee, oft 
In alley, path, wide square, and open street. 
The miser finds, as conscious of thy use; 
With frugal grasping hand, he sticks thee safe 
Interior on his coat, then creeps along. 
Well judging thy proportion to a groat* 
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Thro* all thy different store-houses to trace 
Thy presence^ either in the sculptur'd dome> 
Or tenement clay-built, would ask a pen. 
With points almost as various as thy heads, 
Whate're thou art^ or of whatever make. 
Magnificent in silver, or in gold. 
Or wire more humblje, nightly mayst thou lie 
Snug in thy bed of wool, or bind the locks 
Of beauty sleeping on the satin'd down. 
And mayst thou wound, with sharp envenom'd 

point 
The ruthless hand, that would by force, remove 
Thy safeguard, from the breast of female virtue. 



THE BIRD RELEASED. 

TO JULld, 

AH timid bird ! why wou'dst thoa rote. 
To skim the air with tired wing ? 

Say in what mead or.sKady grove, 
Think'st thou to .bjaild tby nest and sing? 

On yonder slope, a hawthorn bush. 
Thick mantling, shades a crystal well ; 

'Twas there thy careful parent thrash. 
First hatch*d thee in her woven celU 

While yet unc]oth*d thy callow breast. 
With tender bill, and pinions bare. 

The stripling bore thee from the nest. 
And gave thee to my Julia's care* 
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Thy wants would her chief care engage. 
She cleaosed the seed, and spread the sand» 

She deck'd the netted ozier cage» 
And fed thee with a hounteous hand. 

But what avail'd thy plenteous fare. 
The pamper'd cage, or Julia's love ! 

Kept from thy native fields of air. 

Thou strov'st for freedom and the grove. 

She view'd thee with . coinpassion^s eye 
Thy plumes distorted, rude, unclean. 

Thy speckled breast that seem*d to sigh. 
Thy drooping tail, and pensive mien. 

** Go, range the vernal woods at will, 

" Or bask the**, in the noon-tide ray, 
" Or lave thee in the pebbly rill," 
She said^ and let thee fly away. 
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Mistaken kindness, soon thoa'lt find 
The feather*d tribe will close thy Tiew» 

Foes to the bird thafs been confined. 
And e'en to death thy flight pursue. 

So fares it with the thankless mind, . 

By discontent indifced to roam. 
It flies the care*stored cot, to find 

The Ibss of kindness, peace, andliome* 

Then glean the »oral«-*pitying nmid^ 
Nor past the hfonnds-af Prudence stra^^ 

The brightest presfMiets^ soonest fade, 
And pleasiffe ccmrts^ but lo betray* 
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THOU tranquil daughter of the day ! 
On whom autumnal zephyrs play. 
O'er whose serene unclouded eye, 
Sol sheds the lustre of the sky. 
Thee, undisturbed, oh ! let me hail, 
And tread the carpet of the verdant vale; 
Near which, with bonnet, wheaten-bound, 
Sils Ceres listening to the sheep-bells* sound; 
Or let me woo thee by the stream 
Obliquely gilded by the western beam; 
While flies and gnats unnumbered throng. 
And murmur no unpleasing song. 
Now, to enjoy the silent hour, 
The lark descends from his aerial tow'r. 
The bird who loves the coming night 
Now hoots, and flaps his wing for flight ; 
With wheeling plume the bat flits by, 
And mocks the motion of the eye ; 



\ 



